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PREFACE. 



These little sketches, originally published in The 
Japan Weekly Mail and here collected together, 
have been in a measure revised, and^ indeed^ in 
some instances rewritten. Mere outlines at the 
best, if, here and there, a touch of shading or a 
dash of colour can- be detected, the Author has 
gratefully to acknpwledge the hand of one or other 
of three friendly artists, to whose kindly help the 
pictures owe whatever claim they may be found 
to have to public favour. 
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SUBURB OF YEDO. 



Odr residence ia situated in a retired and quiet 
suburb of the ancient city of Tedo. It ia on old- 
fashioned straggling village, in which the evidences 
of Westera civilisation have not displayed them- 
eelres as yet, where the simple-minded folks still 
walk in the footsteps of their fathers, and are 
content to spend their uneventful lives without 
a thought of change. Old customs, elsewhere 
uprooted, or feebly strnggling with the vigorous 

I growth of foreign innovation, exist here undis- 
turbed. Nor indeed is the soil a favourable one 
for innovations, for a more contented lot of old 
dullards than the villagers it would be difficult 
to discover out of dreamland. Nay, it hath been 
averred, that so wedded are we to our simplicity 
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appeared amongst uSj called it), that public 
opinion is apt to deal tardly witt any individual 
who, ambitioaa to improve upon the habits of his 
ancestors, alters so much as the pattern of his coat 
or the dressing of bia hair. 

Our village may be said to occnpy the neutral 
ground between the termination of the great city 
and the commencement of the open country beyond; 
for, entering it by the town side, the main street 
has a tolerably compact appearance, which it 
gradually loses as the traveller pursues hie journey 
westward, the houses becoming fewer and farther 
between, and fields and gardens increasing 
in proportion. An air of great antiquity lingers 
about the place. The houses, built of heavy timbers 
and for the moat part roofed with ponderous tiles, 
green with the moss of ages, are long since out 
of perpendicular. They seem to stand at ease, and, 
as they lean towards one another, look like gronps 
of old and friendly neighbours engaged in grave 
and quiet conversation. Not that they are all 
BO old and grave-looking either. See that trim 
little fi.re-proof storehouse yonder, shining in it» 
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black lacquered coat, like a neat joong Quakeress 
in satin. No wonder that tlie rollicking-looking 
Bilk-mercer'a hoase over the way cocked his gabled 
roof at her in that knowing fashion when she was 
TamiBhed up last year, and — for all one knows 
to the contrary — the house at the comer, which 
is falling in two, may have cracked its old sides 
laughing at the monstrous pretensions of the eilk- 
meroer. 

Then the barber's shop — a sancy little houselet 
between two giants — with its screen of bamboo rods, 
which tinkle musically on sunny days as they strike 
against one another in the breeae. There's an air 
of pert confidence about the barber's, which seems 
to say, "I'm a weak little thing of a house, it is 
true, but for all that I'm not a bit afraid of you 
big fellows. And, indeed, I don't believe you 
could get on without me, yon old totter era. 
Ton'd sorely fall together and hart your old selves 
if I did not prop yon up. I know very well that 
the huge, crossed beams between you, about my 
roof, are not protecting arms for little me, as you'd 
have folks believe, bat are meant to keep you 
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botL aparb ; so none of your patronising airs, good 
Sira." 

The cake shop, too, is very well in its way, with 
its bright- looking, many-coloured sweets, tempt- 
ingly displayed in trays and scrupulously clean. 
Then there's the saJce shop. It has an air of 
buainCBS and respectability about it which would 
not disgrace a aide street of the great metropolis 
itself. The apothecary's likewise mast not be 
forgotten, with its paper windows carefully removed 
to ehow the imposing array of little drawers and 
big bottles ranged around, as well as the busy 
asaistantj who is ever engaged in pounding in an iron 
mortar, or chopping np roots with an instrument 
like an old-fashioned cheese knife. But the glory 
of this establishment is the huge sign that swings 
without, setting forth to the world an infinite 
catalogue of drugs against disease and charms 
against the devil, and presided over by a pair 
of mighty gilded eyes which confer upon the whole 
concern an air of wide-awakedness, and convey, 
no doubt, much comforting assurance accordingly 
to the customers whose advent they look down on. 
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It IB not without reason therefore that the doctor 
is wont to aver, that, for the size of it, he does not 
believe there's a nicer little establishment of the 
kind in Tudo. 

A word must also be said in favour of the tea- 
shop, so neat and orderly, with its rows of glazed 
earthenware receptacles for teas of many varieties. 
Upon a back shelf, in full view of the passer-by, 
may be seen an assortment of tea-pota, with here and 
there a metal caddy, tastefully arranged to catch 
the eye. On certain days, too, when tea-sorting 
or other mystery of the trade ia being pursued, the 
tea-shop is a very posy, with its crowd, of little 
maids, each dressed in her holiday best and wearing 
a resplendent obi, all working with a will, and, 
if one may judge from their hearty laughter, enjoy- 
ing the fun amazingly. Notwithstanding such 
examples to the contrary, however, it must be 
confessed that "Our Suburb" has a dilapidated, 
not to aay, in many places, a tumble-down appear- 
ance. The main street has a cloistered look about 
it, from the projecting verandahs on each aide 
thereof. It is always damp, even Id the summer 
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time ; fungi sprout luxuriantly, and it is here t 
the moss lies thickest on the roofa. Nay, even the 
house-leek and the purple iria, where thatch usurps 
the place of tiles, may be seen in full blow upon 
the housetops. An air of repose habitually pervades 
the place. Bat when the aammer Ban ia steoDgeat, 
and the drowsy hum of the bee and the shrill chirp 
of the cricket is loudest, and the stonemason, laying 
aside his mallet and chisel, and the blind priest, 
intermitting his monotonous chauut, follow the 
example of their neighbours and stretch themselves 
in slumber, stagnation would best describe the state 
of our venerable thoroughfare. Nothing stirring 
save, perhaps, a surly dog as he snaps in his sleep 
and snarls at a persistent horse-fly, or an uneasy 
cat upon a roof, looking for a shaded spot with, 
if possible, a breath of wind playing on it, whereon 
to take her nap. 

Most of the houses in our village have gardens 
attached, and in cases where that is impossible for 
want of room, the good folks are content to make 
what show of greenery they can by means 
it potted ahrnbB, or perchance a solitary tree 
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or clamp of bamboo, which are often reared in such 
contracted spaces that the wonder is how they 
manage to exist at all. Throagb many an open 
door a glimpse may be caught of what, perceived 
through the dim foregronnd of the house, might 
almost be characterised as fairy acenery. In that 
little backyard, for instance — too small to admit 
of gardening on the flat — the boundary wall 
ia pressed into the service. How tastefully the 
hardy ferns have been inserted between the moss- 
grown stones, taught to steal over whose surface 
a tiny stream, caught upon a projecting stonp, 
is changed to a mimic waterfall, tinkling and 
plashing musically into a rocky pool below amongst 
the golden carp, in pleasing unison with the artificial 
grot on which the eyes, tirad with the sun's bright 
glare, are glad to rest themselves ! Bat a real 
Japanese garden, such as the priest boasts of, who 
shall describe its wonders ? The lake, with its 
high-arched bridge, over which a Wisteria, trained 
along a bamboo frame, displays its clusters of 
purple flowers, and flings a grateful shade, of which 
the fat carp below are glad to avail themselves. 
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when, laoguid by reason of the BummeF heat, they 
Beem too lazy to do angkt but lie still and pant; 
the mtni-iture utoiiiitaiQ ranges, perfect in their 
perHpective, with their cliSa and chasms, and dried- 
np mouotaiu torrents, overshadowed by trees which, 
dwarfed to be in keeping, are so knotted and 
gnarled and bent that they convey an idea of great 
antiquity ; the banks of azalea, billows of pink and 
white flowers in spring-time; the groves of plum 
and drooping cherry, ieafleaa bnt blossom -lad en, and 
perfuming the air whilst yet the snows of winter 
are on the ground; the scarlet momiji and yellow 
icho, bright bits of colour amongst the sombre tints 
of antnmn; the double camelia with its dark- 
leafedtree; the narcissus, the lily and the purple iris, 
have each their place, and every month brings its 
own special bloom. Then the curiously-fashioned 
stone lanterns, with their quaint pagoda-shaped tops 
turned up at the corners, looking like silent sentries 
petrified into still life, and grown gray and moss- 
covered at their posts, all, all combine to form 
a little landscape whose varied beauties could hardly 
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Oar main street^ generally so quiet, is alive 
to-day^ however, for the funeral of a person of 
consequence is winding its way along, and has 
attracted all the residents from their houses to see 
it pass. There stands the old gray-haired momhan, 
who lives alone amongst the dreadful-looking 
implements which, ranged behind his doorway, 
ought to be sufficient by their very appearance 
to deter from entering, the assailant they are in- 
tended to resist, but which are now as obsolete as 
the momhan himself, or the ponderous gate of the 
nagaya which he is supposed to guard, and which 
is never opened and leads to nowhere. The waggish 
stonemason has left his work to have a look, and, 
perhaps elated at the prospect of a headstone, 
is cracking an unseasonable joke with the rice 
merchant next door. The surly clog maker, the 
sake man, the fried-eels woman, the umbrella maker, 
and even the blind priest, are all out and speculating 
on the condition of the deceased. 

The object of their curiosity looks like a huge 
bridecake as it is being borne along shoulder-high 
by four men who step together with precision, 
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and when their shoulders ache change places on 
a Bigaal from one of the foremost bearers. It is all 
in virgin white, square as to the body, but ronnded 
off into a blant pyramid above, which is topped 
with a gilded ball, the four pagoda-shaped corners 
thereof being also ornamented with yellow metal 
which glistens in the sun. A scalloped vallance, 
each scallop having attached to it a gilt paper leaf, 
depends from beneath the pyramid, and a similar 
one appears from helow the first. A hollow piece 
of bamboo at each comer of the coffin and attached 
to the treatle on which it is borne, is filled with 
sprigs of a tree called ahikimi. Full a hundred 
men are decently following in the coffin's wake. 
They are very quiet, and have a subdued and 
mournful look which is not without its effect 
npon the spectators. Of these from twenty to 
thirty wear reed hats, and are dressed 
kamiskiiiio, or winged dresses, the two nearest the 
coffin, however, excepted, who are dressed 
brown, or tea colour, as it is called; and every 
man c&rries a viakizaahi, or short sword, stuck 
in hia belt, the handle of which is carefully 
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wrapped round with hanshi. But the funeral 
cortege soon passes out of sight. The last follower 
has turned the corner^ and the neighbours^ hitherto 
straining their eyes in one direction, and speaking 
in whispers^ have turned round and formed them- 
selves into groups ; and^ as the cause of the 
momentary interruption of their habitual stagnation 
passes away^ these soon break up, and the good folk^ 
dispersing to their usual avocations, leave the 
neighbourhood once more as placid as a mountain 
tarn when the ripple from the summer breeze has 
lost itself upon its shore. 




THE SAK& SHOP. 



The sake shop U, withuut doubt, the house of 
moat pretensions in " Oiir Suburb." Not that 
there is only one sake shop, for there are several; 
but the big one at the comer, wherein resides the 
Worshipful the Mayor, exceeds so much in size and 
solidity all the other wine- ah ops, that in com- 
parison with it they seem mere pretenders, con- 
temptible outsiders, little pettifogging retailers of 
drams to be drunk on the premises — shadowy 
nonentities on whom the definite article would 
sit as incongruonsly as a new hat upon the head 
of a beggar. The sake s^op, on the other hand, 
built round a fire-and -robber-proof godown, which 
towers substantial-looking in the middle of the 
loss solid but more ornamental-looking circnm- 
atracture, is like a goodly apple, sound from core 
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to rind. It i3 in a, commanding position too, 
occupying the angle formed by the forking of the 
main street into two minor thoroughfares, and is 
visible at all points to the bibu!oua whom business 
or pleasure may have decoyed into " Our Suburb." 
The house, on the principle perhaps that " good 
wine needs no buah," does not display one, although 
moat of the smaller shops are garnished with that 
emblem, which in such iastances is composed of 
twigs of a tree called augi, carefully fashioned iuto 
a ball. One very ont-at-elbow establishment, how- 
ever, tho proprietor of which, aa might be expected, 
is remarkable for his neglected and unkempt 
appearance, is contented with a ragged bough. 
This is in a side street, fortunately, and so does 
not outrage the decencies of the main thorough- 
fare. The master of the sake shop has a grave and 
solemn deportment, as becomes a civic functionary 
and merchant of respectability. He does no work 
himself] but seems to spend his time in smoking, 
And warming his hands over a htbacki. He trims 
the charcoal fire occasionally, aud now and then 
|ioar3 out for himself a cupful of hot water which 
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he sips in a tLoughtful and abatracted manner. 

I He ia always well-dressed and clean-shaven, and 

I irears his hair in the old fashion. He's a good 

customer to the little barber, who treats him with 

great deference accordingly. 

The accounts are kept by a banto or cltrkj who 
sits behind a little rail, and rattles hia soroban un- 
ceasingly. Within the smallest limits conceiyable 
' he has evet^thing he requires to hand. Account- 
books of every shape and eize hang within easy 
range. Behind him is the strongbox, with drawers 
and cupboards ornamented with fantastical designs 
in iron-work, of the flimsiest description however, 
and which, though supposed to give an appearance 
of great strength, could not resist the most infantile 
and inexperienced of burglars. Before him is his 
little table, scarce twelve inches high, which 
supports his inkstone, soroban, small coin, kinsatz, 
pipe and spectacles ; whilst to his left haudj and 
packed away into a corner, stand the inevitable 
hihaehi, kettle, tea-pot and tea-cups. He's never 
iu a hurry, and will calculate your change to a 
b'action of a tempo whether jou will or not. 
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Id addition to the banio there is the shop at- 
tendant, whose daties are maltifarious ; a glance at 
him will discover, eveii to the most casual observer, 
that he is a character. He's always in a hustle, 
and serves his cnstomers in a most snappish and 
disagreeable manner. Whether it be snatching out 
a spigot, and drawing oft the sake into a sqnare- 
shaped measure, or dashing salt into the scale, he's 
equally ferocious. Perhaps he relies on such a 
demeanour to economise his time by driving away 
the gossips. Certain it is that purchasers never 
loiter long in the sake shop, and the business might 
not prosper were it not well known that here the 
best of wine, and the fnllesfc of measures are to be 
obtained. Are not the rows of carefully -matted 
tabs branded with the choicest brands ? Is it not a 
tradition in the neighbourhood that the tapster is 
better acquainted with the virtues and qualities of 
every brew than any man living? Can any man 
hoJd forth more learnedly on hanazaltari, the flower 

\ 'in fnll bloom, the prince of wines — the yehisz dai, 
with the red carp saltant stamped upon the cast — 

I the otari, with the character dai beside it, and the 
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representaHon of a target pierced throagfa tbe centre 
with an arroir — the muao iehi, or unrivalled, and 
tbe fuintbotan ? Does he not carry on his daily 
work beneath a aign whereon may be deciphered 
that "here may be procnred the »an toku shu," or 
sake of three virtaea, which keeps oat the cold, ap- 
peases the hunger, and wraps in sleep him that 
drinketh thereof? He'a a qnain (-looking fellow 
truly, is oar tapster ! He has as many sides and 
angles aa a prism. Regarded from the right he is 
a man of intelligence and ability, his eye is pierc- 
ing and hia look bright. Prom the left, however, 
he's a blank and whimsical absurdity, all vacaily. 
His wandering, aimless orb is ever skimming help- 
lessly about, lighting npon nothing, bat fluttering 
like a swallow at sea. Address yourself to his right 
aide, and you find yourself in conversation with a 
man of parts ; cross over to the left and you feel 
inclined to adopt an infantile syllabary or hamour 
him as a cretin. Observe him by the front aspect, 
and yoa are face to face with a riddle. Ton find 
yourself ever wandering from right to left and 
back again over the bridge of his nose, and wonder- 
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ing why he was so constructed. His harlequia 
visage is a medley of judge and jester. On 
occasion, however, his left eye seems to do good 
service. See him peering into the bunghole of a 
sake backet — how he flashes his right eye into the 
gloom as he turns the vessel round and round : 
how eagerly he seems to follow any detected im- 
purity as it bobs about, and looks as if he longed 
to stab it with his sharp nose ! On such occasions 
his unattached and roving eye keeps guard outside. 
How it swoops down the side street — circles back 
again — delays for a moment over the master — 
skims past the banto — hovers over the sake tubs^ 
flatters for a second or two on the lacquered buckets 
let out for presentation purposes, which lie upon 
the shelf in the corner — gets entangled in the 
cobweb, and finally darts out of the door again, who 
can tell whither ! In truth it's a wonderful eye, 
that left eye of his I 

Temper notwithstanding, the tapster is not an 
unpopular man. ''Our Suburb" is proud of 
him, although few people are intimate with him. 
He is looked upon as a philosopher and his sayings 
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are retailed, He's exclnsive as to tia acquaintance, 
but he baa bis cronies nevertbeless. The stone- 
mason is his heat-be1o7ed gossip, and rarely does 
a day pass that does not discover the two in 
conversation. See, here he cornea, swaggering 
down the main street, hie face atilt red, and body 
steaming from his bath. The day's work is done. 
It is the cool of the evening, and the tapster is 
sitting at the door enjoying his pipe, a fine 
opportnnity for a talk. " Good evening to you ; 
fiue weather, but still hot." He's down on his 
heels now, pipe filled and lighted. The two 
smoke for a little time in silence, but gradually 
the pipe of the tapster goes ont and musingly he 
commences ; " There are many things in this 
world which I cannot understand, and one of the 
most inexplicable to me is the pleasure that some 
people take in making others drink sake against 
their wills. What a face of disgust the invited 
one displays — how he collects his eyebrows into 
a frown, and contrives to spill bis liquor when 
bis would-be entertainer has turned bis back. 
If he tries to escape by running away, he ia 
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seized and brought back again ; if he givee 
' way unresistingly to the temptation, observe the 
results : no matter how nice a fellow be may 
naturally be, he becomes all at once a repulsive 
maniac. However healthy until now he was, he 
becomes before your eyes a patient afflicted with 
a grave disorder, and lies upon the floor forgetful 
of the past and future. The day of merry-making 
' ends in misery ; the next day is no better : he still 
I lies there, his head is racked with pain, he cannot 
eat a morsel, he's more dead than alive, forgets 
all that passed the previons day, and his public 
and private business are both neglected. Is it 
not a cruel thing to reduce a man to auch a 
state ? It is opposed to the laws of hospitality 
and justice. 

" Then, again, look at tbe conflrmed drunkard. 
How he laughs and talks without reflection ! 
What a sight he is, as he reels along with cap on 
one aide — his obi loose and dress disordered. His 
hakamas are hitched np and shins exposed, his 
whole appearance is so ridiculous, that in such 
a state his friends are unwilling to recognise him. 
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la the tea-housBj again, he stares insole iitly, 
laughs loudly, Bqaeezes the hands of the waiting 
wonaen, forces fish into their mouths and himself 
eats in a disgusting manner, and prohably winds 
np by dancing and singing, and shouting at the 
top of his voice, Nay, you may even see old 
prieata who, overcome by wine, are so far forgetful 
of decency, as to bare their shonlders and disclose 
their dirty bodies to the lookers-on. Why should 
this aake be called by many the chief of ' the 
hundred drags'? In uiy opinion it were mnch 
more fitly designated the origin of 'the ten 
thousand diseases.' Well and trnly has Shakka 
spoken when he says that 'the man who induces 
another to partake of sake against his will, his 
aonl shall pass hereafter through five bundled 
generations of beings without hands." " 

The stonemason, however, who is not averse 
to a cap now and again with a friend, notwith- 
standing his habitual deference to the opinion of 
his crony, mildly urges that "there is s<^ething 
io be pleaded in favour of strong drink," and that 
■"the subject ought not to be too hastily con- 
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sidered/' ''See how," he observes, ''see how 

the circling wine-cup wakes the 'ten thousand 

pleasures/ when friends, gathered round the 

fire on a moonlight night or snowy morning, tell 

tales with hearts to which care is a stranger. 

And when one^s loneliness and melancholy are 

dispelled by the advent of a friend, how one's 

bosom expands under its genial influence I Who 

refuses a gift of frnit and wine from ' behind the 

curtain ' f Who is insensible to the comforts of 

a small snug room in winter-time when the snow 

is on the ground and the wind howling without, 

the kettle bubbling on the fire, and by your side 

an intimate friend ? Under such circumstances 

is it not right pleasant to have a fill of aaJce, 

without which your enjoyment is not complete? 

Remember that the proverb says, ' drink and sing 

while you may, for one inch before you reigns 

black night/'' 
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Hard by the sake sliop may be seen the abone- 
maaon's studio. It ia garnished with blocks of 
stones of all shapes and sizes, and every degree of 
hardness, ■which, piled on either side of the entrance, 
seemed to be patiently waiting their turn to be 
chipped, and smoothed, and carved, and inscribed. 
On the right hand of the door stand two wicked- 
looking atone griffins, who seem to be putting their 
diabolical old heads together, and whispering over 
some horrible secret as they regard one another 
out of the corners of their cruel eyes, which, with 
their rims painted red, look as if they had grown 
bloodshot from being ever on the watch unwink- 
inglj night and day. The unevenness of the 
pedestals on which they sit has inclined them to- 
wards one another until their heads almost touch. 
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and they appear to have been momentarily 
interrupted in their goblia conTeraation, as, with 
raised paw, they listen (or a repetition of the sound 
which has aroused their suspicion. Their capacious 
mouths, distended with a ghastly grin, diaclose each 
one long dog-tooth. A horrid grin in sooth it is ; 
not by any means the grin of good fellowship which 
lifts np the comers of the month, nor yet the 
sardonic risus which depresses the same; but the 
cmel, satisfied, stony grin of a cunning and 
malignant purpose — a purpose with a certainty in 
it of accomplishment sooner or later. They look 
the petrified impersonation of evil. Not one trace 
of impatience or doubt is portrayed iu their grim 
viaagea, but, instead, a fell steadfastness of belief, 
and calm expectancy that their opportunity for 
evil will arrive at last. One almost expects to see 
a paw raised a little higher, and applied to the side 
of the nose, and a bloodshot eye closing in a 
dreadful wink, as one of the monsters, watching his 
opportunity to fall oS his pedestal, crashes to death 
the children who play about his base. 

It is pleasant to turn from the oontemplatiou of so 
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mucli malignity to tW sturdy stonemasoD Himself 
as be Btaiids, with legs apart and bands behind his 
back, critically regarding a work of art which he 
has just completed. Good humour beams in every 
line of his honest countenance. Can it be that 
such an amiable-looking individual is the fpahioner 
of the dragons just described? Perhaps he has 
freighted them with his own evil passions, cast out 
as it ie said the fox rids himself of fleas, who, we 
are told, when troubled beyond endurance, takes a 
bunch of dry moss in his mouth, and, seeking the 
nearest river, gradually sobmerges himself, dipping 
in first the tip of bis tail, and then by slow degrees 
immersing his whole body, so that his tormentors 
may have time to ascend as he descends, and seek a 
refuge in the moss. When his nose is just dis- 
appearing he sets free the freighted island which 
bobs along merrily adown the river, while he him- 
self, relieved in mind and body, seeks again the 
bank and retires happy and contented to bis haunts. 
Be tbat as it may, however, certain it is that the 
children of "Our Suburb" love to congregate 
about the workshop of the stonemason, and the elder 
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folks greet liini with a cheery word as they pass 
hia door. He looka a thorough workman — dressed 
in blaoj tight-Gtting casings for his legs, and a 
light-bine coat girt np at the corners, and tied 
around his body with an Obi which supports hie 
pipe-case and tobacco-pouch, and though worn and 
sprinkled with atoue-dust, his garments are neat 
and appropriate. 

The object of hia admiration is a little head- 
stone of great pretensions. It is tinted blae and 
carries a gilded inscription upon its face, and on its 
aides are displayed, upon the right a gilded tortoise 
and a lilj in fall bloom, and on the left a crane 
inarching majestically along in a field of blue. It 
has a special parpose, no doubt, has this highly 
ornamented stone, and is made to order. Perhaps 
it records the untimely fate of some little child, or 
tells the passer-by when some sweetheart "ceased 
to be." 

Chip, chip, chip, he's at work again ; the times 
are good and business brisk, so he haa not much 
time to waste in looking at hia handiwork. He 
keeps hia spirits going by shouting a roystering 
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Bong, or chaffing the blind priest's maid opposite, 
when she shows her face at the door. He's a merry 
fellow, and of a sporting tnro, too, if one may judge 
by the fighting cocks which he keeps in a corner in 
separate cages, and which show by their battered 
and bloody bodies, from which most of the feathers 
hare been plucked in many an encouDter, that it 
cannot be altogether for their ornamental appear- 
ance that they are cherished. He sets great store 
apparently by these warlike fowls, whom he 
addresses occasionally and regards affectionately 
when he intermits his labour to have a pipe. 

A pair of lop-eared rabbits, too, may be seen 
npoQ a shelf abore his head, and by the door a 
cage of canaries, a present from his friend the little 
barber. 

He is a great believer io the importance of 
stones to the whole human family. He'll discourse 
quite learnedly upon the nebukawa, the idsuishi, the 
aoishi and what not. "What more noble and 
lasting medium," he's wont to say, " can you find 
wherewith to transmit to children's children the 
mighty deeds of their ancestors f " He's qaite 
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triumphaDt over the Kanameishi, in the vicinity oE 
" Our Suburb." Thia is a stone remarkable for its 
many virtues, amongst which may be placed, in the 
front rank, its efficacy in relieving of his disorder 
the sufferer from kahke, or beriberi, and strengthen- 
ing the legs of pilgrims. It is shaped like the pin 
that fastens a fan together, and cannot be removed 
by digging. Tlie more one diga down, in fact, the 
more hopeless the undertaking is said to become. 

For is it not well known amongst the villagers 
how that three men, stimulated by promise of 
reward, dug unceasingly day and night for three 
days in hopes of reaching its roots? And that, 
attacked by fever in consequence of a subtle 
emanation from the stone, they were constrained 

desist from their attempt, no nearer the 
solution of the mystery than when they bad 
commenced their labours. 

Numerous cures by it are reported in " Our 
Suburb," and it is the rEtukest of heresy to 
question them. There are but two other such 
Btonea in the mighty city of Tedo, one at K6ji 
machi, and the third at HiSgoku bashi, and the 
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whereaboats of eacH is marked by a pile of salt, 
wHich, as tradition tells^ has been scattered there 
for centaries. This salt is rabbed into the soles 
of the feet by sach as wear clogs, and is 
dropped into their shoes by the soldiers from 
the great barracks^ who are largely afflicted 
by the complaint it is said to cnre^ and who 
even fill their pocket-books with it for fntare 
use. 
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That the barber in the main street of " Our 
Subarb " is an impudent little wag, is an indis- 
putable fact. If any one can be found incredulous 
enough to throw doubt on this statement, he 
has onJy to go and stand before the barber's shop 
door for a moment or so, to convince hiingelf 
of its accoracj. He mast, however, be indifferent 
to ridicule, or at best, not very sensitive, if he 
hopes Euccessfiilly to withstand the shouts of 
laughter directed towai'ds him, which are sure 
to follow the jokes at his expense which will 
be rapidly fiied ofE from the comer oE bis 
' mouth by the barber aforesaid, who will look 
the while as sedate as it is possible for anybody 
outside of the Society of Friends to appear. 

Although tbe shop is a somewhat mean-loQkv^'^ 
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little structure, and appears all the smaller by 
contraet with the big rice store and the cake 
Bjaker'sj between which it is situated, it is never- 
theless very popular, and much frequented by 
the idle and unshaven, the former of whom 
esteem its proprietor for his good fellowship, 
and the latter for his dexterity with the razor. 

Tradition relates that he once had a rival 
in the shape of a travelled barber, who, penetratiog 
into the dull quiet of " Our Suburb," had the 
hardihood to plant a flame-coloured pole — set 
off by a blue spiral, and surmounted with a gilt 
ball — in a flower-pot before his door, and to 
announce upon his paper windows that this 
is a "KAMI HASAMi TOKOEO," or establishment in 
which hair-cutting is neatly executed. The neigh- 
bours, it is said, were as dumbfounded with 
astonishment at his assurance as it is possible 
for such sleepy old dullards to be, and for many 
days tl.e little barber's place was thronged in 
consequence, muck tobacco was consumed, and 
many speculations were indulged in. "What does 
it alt mean F " said the neighbours. But the little 
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tarber said nothing, except that occasionally when 

a shook his head more deBpondingly and heaved 

a loader sigh than usual, it is averred that he vtaa 

heard to mutter gloomily that " the country was 

indeed going to the dogp." It has been recorded 

that never before nor since did he work so well, or 

shave so many heads and chins of a day as during 

the time his enemy's staff flourished in the 

green flower-pot. A kind of combination was in 

consequence, it is supposed, started to support bim, 

■whereby the radical interloper found himself 

avoided, and our old friend was rallied round 

and became more popular than ever. Had any^ 

old neighbour trusted bis cLiu to the hands of 

tbe stranger he had better have packed up his 

effects first, for " Our Suburb " would assuredly 

have had none of him thereafter. Whelht;r 

curiosity would have finally got the better of their 

^^ resolution if this state of affairs had lasted much 

^H longer, there is no saying, had not the stranger 

^^^ disposed of that question himself. For one 

^^^ morning a rumonr flew arouud, that he had 

^^^ disappeared, and everybody Socked to bia hou£^ *»> 
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make sure the news was true. Yes, tliere was do 
miBtake about it. The enemy had rooted up his 
pole^ and decamped in the sight with his scissora, 
pomatam-pots, razors, shaTing chair ("whoever 
heard before of being shaved in a chair ? " the 
neighbours said), napkins and all. A charcoal boy 
who met him on the road brooght in the news that 
he was told by him, whilst giving him a light for 
his pipe, that of all the dull places he bad ever 
visited — and he had " travelled a deal," he'd have 
him understand — "Our Suburb" was assuredly the 
very dullcBt, and that he'd sooner exist for the 
remainder of his life on pickles and rice elsewhere, 
than have eels and saie three times a day and be 
obliged to live in snch an unfashionable locality. 
From that day our little friend was himself again. 
His sprigbtliness returned. He was as saucy and 
as full of jokes as ever. If gossip was the staple 
commodity of " Our Suburb," and had any market- 
able value, he would assuredly drive a roaring 
trade. But although gossip won't pay per se, and 
is only occasionally an equivalent for a feed of eels, 
and a treat of sake from a friend, yet it stands him 
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^V in good stead, and Is a notable addition to his stock 
in trade. Cnatomers like to see a smiling face and 
be tickled by a merry quip, whilst suffering under 
tlie tedions and eke painful procesB of shaTing. 
Sbaving, forBOoth ! Scraping — scarifying — skin- 
ning. Can any more succosbful instrument of 
torture, in a small way, be found, than a Japanese 
razor — at least to European faces ? 

The main street curves outwards a little at the 
barber's shop, and seems livelier here than else- 
where, in a great measure, no doubt, owing to the 
crowds of children that hang about the old yashiki 
gates over the way, on either side of which a Moji 
Yttki and Amei/a have taken up their stations, and 
between which two attractions a lively crowd 
of little ones oscillates from morning till night. 
These old wizards are well worth a passing glance. 
The Moji Yaki or " letter buruer," has left the 
monotony of Chinese characters far behind him, 
and might claim with pstice a high certificate for 
efficiency in Lis art. To see faim as he runs streams 
of sweetstuff up and down, and backwards and for- 
wards again, over his heated copper griddle, aud tben^ 
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peels them off wlien at the proper degree of brown- 
ness, and rotla them np into a basket, cross handle 
and all — is yery diverting, and would entertain 
many whoae beards have grown. Anon see hiin 
dab, dab, dab round spots of liquid cake, a smaller 
dab here, and a streak there, a bit of flat bamboo 
pressed into the row of dabe. Peel off, and hey ! 
presto ! you have a string of young tortoises 
awarming up a stiok. 

The Ameya is really a genius of a tigher 
order. He* combines painting and modelling 
together. He carries about with him his studio 
and appliances, and is prepared to execute any 
order, be it never so difficult. He'll stick yon 
a bit of his tenacions barley gluten on a bamboo 
joiutj and, pufE-f-f-f — it's a white glistening balloon 
— piuch it in at the middle, fashion off the mouth, 
draw out a bit for a cord, wiud it quickly twice 
round, and back again, tie it into a bow knot, and 
you have as vcell-shaped a gourd in a few moments 
as nature ever took months to produce. "Please, 
Sir! I want a couple of rats nibbling a bag 
of barley," Ah ! my chubby little master, that'll 
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Burely puzzle him, yoa thiak. Not a bit of it. He 
doea not even stop to consider how it ia to be set 
ftbont, bnt takes in a twinkling ont of drawer No. 2, 
a lump of his plastic material of just the proper 
size. This he kneads, and rolls, and pulls out into 
long glistening threads, and rolls np again, and 
when of the right consistency dusts it with rice 
floaFjto prevent it clinging to his fingers, and then, 
giving it a pyramid shape, pinches out a bit at 
each side of the apex, snips out with scissors a pair 
of ears, lengthens out the snout, pulls ont a tail 
apiece, fashions the cone in the middle into a 
a couple of dots for the eyes of the rat^ a streak of 
red paint underneath them, a bar of blue below that 
again, a puff of gold-duat, and — " Now, my little 
boy, where's your coin ? Your rats are finished." 

To try and puzzle the old artist, by devising 
difBcult commissions for him to execute, ia a 
favourite game with the yonngsters. Ht's equal 
to any call on his ingenuity, however, whether he 
be required to fashion a monkey swinging by one 
hand from a branch, whilst it encircles a little one 
with its disengaged arm — a pair of rats in deadly 
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combat with their tails for weapons — or a frog on 
his hind legs, daintily pointing his toes and shading 
himself from the sun under a mushroom which he 
uses aa an nmhrella : no flight of imagination 
aeema too high for him. The thoaght once 
conceivedj his execation of it is marvelloasly rapid. 
He's a rare old fellow, with his high, bald forehead 
and twinkling eye, his face well bronzed by 
exposure to sun and wind, and the lines and cnrres 
about his mouth, deepened by the ready smile 
which he has for all comers. He's a great favonrite 
with the little folks — most of whom he knows 
by name — and has a merry word for all whilst his 
fingers nimbly ply their trade. 

But we are forgetting the barber whilst idling 
amongst the children. His workshop is nothing 
more than a part of his sitting-room, wherein his 
customers seat themselves when being shaved. 
He stands behind them during the operation, and 
has to hand, on a shelf at his right, every thing 
be may require. In the centre of his shop stands 
his travelling repository of implements. This is a 
long, narrow chest of drawers about three feet high. 
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and higlily polished ; upon its summit ia a brass 
baBiD, and at the side thereof a wing of the same 
metal, which ia meant to hold the ungaent. This 
piece of fcmitare he always takes with him when he 
goes to shave the priest, or persona of quality. It 
ia placed at present, being considered very 
ornamental in its way, between himself and his son, 
who is being brought up to the trade, and who 
ia already esteemed a most promising young barber. 
To see him as he rooks his body from side to side 
and throws up his shoulder, whilst fine-combing 
a customer, yon'd fancy he was drflgging the poor 
fellow's hair out by handfuls. This apparent ex- 
penditure of force, however, ia only one of the 
tricks of the trade, and is intended to convey to 
a bystander an impression of the great haste, 
necessitated by the crowd of customers, suppoaed 
to be waiting their turn to have their hair dressed, 

I and queue tied, their polls having been first sciaped 
clean by the father, who does the shaving, he affirmp, 
because it requires a delicate and practised touch, 
which only one of his age and experience can hope 
io attain. See him now operating upon a customev. 
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who holda a semicircular piece of wood below tis 
nose to catch the stubble mown down by the nimble 
razor. How lie flouriahea about his instrument ! 
What attitudes he assumes ! No razor surely was 
ever before handled in such an eccentric way. 
You'd fancy him about to split a piece of firewood, 
or whittle a stick, and anon he's writing a letter, 
or juggling the weapon from hand to hand. Yet 
he never makes a mistake, or draws a customer's 
blood, be his visage never so rugged and intricate. 
He can attend to several things at once, too. See 
him interrupted by a neighbour, just as he's shaving 
out an ear. He can give him the time of day and 
a merry wink, without intermitting his work for 
a moment. " Good morning, Mr. Barber, have yon 
heard the news ? " 

"No; what's about to-day?" 

"They've found the young priest who disap- 
peared two months ago." 

" No 1 That's not true ! " 

"It 18 true, though. I saw him this morning 

" You don't tell me so." 
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" I didj indeed ; he was taken out of a well 
in the neighbourhood." 

" Ah ! You've burst my liver {kimo tsubushita), 
I declare; but I always thought he'd come to no 
good, he used to drink so." 

" He never drank at all ; for I knew him 
intimately." 

"If it was not drink, then, what else could it 
be, I'd like to know?" The little man loves to 
argue by the dilemma. 

" He was out of hia mind for many days before, 
bewitched by the fox, it is thought, and the doctor 
says he has been exactly oeventy-three days and 
a half under water. Well ! well ! who'd have 
thought itf" All the time occupied by Ihia 
colloquy he's been staring at the speaker, with 
great interest depicted upon his face, whilst hia 
hands are busy with the customer's ear ; yet, helix, 
anti-helix, tragus, lobule, he baa traversed them all 
Bafely with hia razor, and has actually commenced 
to trim an eyebrow, by the time his friend says 
good-bye. He has a word for everybody in or 
out of season. "How hot the weather is I" says 
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^^H morning 
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a ileep7 horse-boj, jaw-oing whilst waiting his 
taro to be sbaved. "I'm qoite exhausted this 
morning, baring travelled three n since dajlight, 
and slept never a wink last night. The frogs in 
mj place make sach a Doi&e of nights, that I lie 
awake and can only sleep in the dajtime." " The 
wbatf" inqnirea the barber, interropting the last 
speaker, jnst as he's making shift to asaame a 
potitiire which will admit of his taking a nap. 
" Why, the froge, to be sore, eince the rains, with 
their croak, croak, croak, won't let me sleep." 
"The earthworms I presome yoo mean?" "No; 
how'athat?" "Here's a deplorable state of rustic 
simplicity for yoa," says the little man, stopping 
for a moment to chuckle, as ht's shaving oat a 
nostril, and grinning at the company who iangh 
as in dnty bonnd. " Don't yon know that the 
earthworm got his hoarse voice from the carp, 
who, finding it useless to himself nnder water, 
beguiled the worm into giving in exchange for 
it his big eyes, on the plea that as he was 
cootinnally boring nnderground, and in darkness, 
*ie did not require to see F And in good sooth 
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it was a fair bargain both ways, I think. Do you 
, mean to say that yoa have lived bo long, and 
I never heard this before ? Why, if it were not 
for me, some of you would never know anything. 
I declare it waa only the other day that a fellow 
told me a pitiful story, of bow be suffered under 
a priest's drum in the same way, and could get 
no rest, and if I had not explained to him the 
i danger be waa in, be might have gone out at 
night and got bewitched by the badger, who, 
B& every fool knows, goes about the country 
between duak and daylight, beating bis boUow 

■ stomach with his paws and imitating the drum, 
to entrap the unwary. I declare I'm thrown away 
amongst you. Head a little more this way, Sir 1 
if you please. That's it, Sirl thank you. Sir! 
Now, then, you're beautifully abaved. Wouldn't 
you like your eyelids poUshed, Sir? You won't 
^^ to-day, Sir ? Thank you. Sir ! Good morning. 
^H Well, come along, next gentleman." 
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Ol't of dreamland, probably few persona have 
ever seen a blind boy flying a kite. Some, con- 
aidering tliat the pastime appeals to the sense of 
vision only, might be found to deny the possibility 
of its being indulged in at all under such circum- 
stances. Yet it is a well-known fact that though 
one of oar greatest composers was deaf, he played 
as only a great master could, and, oblivioas of 
every sound, produced harmonies which will last 
for all time. And if a deaf man could compose 
Drasic, why should not a blind boy fly a kite? 
Homer was blind, and although it is not recorded 
that he ever flew kites, yet the contrary has never 
been stated, and an assumption either way is 
open, 

However that may be, it is a fact easily 
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ascertained, by a stroll through " Our Suburb," tbat 
the extraordinary sight of a boy, blind from his 
birth, may be seen any day of the week flying his 
kite with great dexterity, and with remarkable 
relish for the game. Belisb, is it written ? What 
a feeble nonn ! Who shall describe the sight — 
who adeqnately pourtray our blind boy, as he 
stands wilh body bent forward and quivering with 
delight, as the kite tugs and strains to get away 
— his poor lustreless eyes widely distended, his 
cheeks flushed, his lips parted and trembling with 
excitement, and eyery involuntary muscle of his 
bands in action, as his fingers play with the string 
along which he has anrely projected his whole soul 
to the toy amongst the clouds? "Hi! hi! Stand 
aside." " It is no uBe, my friends with the 
norimon, you address youreelves to a mere outline 
of a boy; the substance is far away above you 
at the end of that string, and cannot hear, call you 
never so loudly; bide a bit, and you'll find an 
opportunity to slip past, when the exigencies of bis 
kite-flying will require him to vacate the middle 
of the road." 
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It is difficult to conjactare in what tlie pleasure 
of kite-flying to a blind man can consist. Physiolo- 
gists tell UB that a muscle or a special sense, abnor- 
mally educated, is trained at the expense of its 
neighbours. May not the conTerse likewise be 
true ? That a sense or a muscle the less to be 
trained and fed is a gain of power and nutriment to 
the remaiutng senses aud mnsclesj seems a reason- 
able supposition. To a boy in the enjoyment of all 
his faculties, a kite, as it soars aloft, is a glorious 
s{g]tt. If it only had string enough it would reach 
the moon, he thinks. A real old-fashioned school- 
boy used to love his kite, and treat it like a 
sentient being. How he'd coax it up, and in his 
excited imagination endow it with life I A little 
more string and away it goes. " Off this time, it 
fancies," he'd say, until pulled up by the end of 
the tether. And then, when slowly woand in to 
hand again, how reluctantly it seems to descend ! 
How it plunges and struggles, and makes circles 
in the air, each smaller as its line decreases, until 
in a final effort to be free it dashes its stupid self 
upon the ground] and, unable to rise again, lies as 
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if BtuBned, whilst being slowly dragged along by 
the relentless fate who handles the string. All thia 
to a schoolboy is glorious, but to a blind boy a 
dead letter — a blind boy, qui circumfusa sem- 
pitema nocte in tenehis ruit. A little attention 
to the phenomenon, however, will show the sound- 
ness of the deduction (hazarded above) from the 
physiologist's postulate. Else why does he substitute 
his senses of touch and hearing for that ot sight ? 
Note how he directs his ear to catch the hum of 
the kite, and see how nervously he fidgets with the 
atring. 

He's deaf, moreover, as well aa blind to every- 
thing that passes whilst his kite is fighting with 
the winds. Can it be thut — ■ — ? But specuIatioDS 
ench aa these will drift us far away from " Our 
Suburb " and the blind boy, and therefore, how- 
' ever entertaining, they mutt not be indulged in. 
I The veriest of scamps is the blind boy, and 
I apparently beloved by all his fellows. It is really 
pleasant sight to witness the tender care that 
I is bestowed upon him by hia playmates. No 
I better text was ever chosen to preach a homily 
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opon the beaotjr of cliantj and torbnnaae, tbaa ] 
the ccmdact of tbeM children towards their &iend. ' 
Is it pUfing at tofw, in which the game is to duh 
one top against another and knock it oot of time? 
The blind boy is placed before his own top, and 
hia fingers made to toacfa the adversary's. No 
hnrry in bis caae ; give him a fair chance, alth.ongh 
the spirit of the game is to keep up the excitement 
by playing as fast as possible. Again, a faroiirite 
game amongst the children of " Oor Snbnrb " i 
played nitb leaden connterp, five of which are 
thrown npon the ground, and at one of which 
a player strikes with a larger counter, and if he 
hite, becomes a wiLner. When it comes to the 
blind boy's tarn to play, he's made to tonch all 
the conoters rapidly, and when be makes hia 
throw the esci'tement is great, but when he's a 
winner it is trtbled. Amongst the noisy archJDS 
his voice is always loudest, and when he knocks 
his adversary's top over, or pockets the leaden 
counters, he's fairly beside himself with delight, 
Hia eense of hearing or smelling is so acute, 
howeTer, that it is difficult to see him fully at 
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work in his game ; as should a stranger stop 
to see and wonder at him, he may be noticed 
at once inquiring from his nearest comrade 
whether a foreigner is not present ; and then the 
noisy crowd is seen dispersing like a dissolving 

view, or a snowdrift before the rays of the noon- 
day sun. Verily, " Our Suburb " contains no 
more interesting denizen than '^the blind boy/' 
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' Ha 1 hii ! ha ! 
jyer wa3 told, I ' 



It'i 



the very beat story that 



and declai 



I \ 



[ irould not 

have missed hearing it for worlds. Good morning, 
Mr. Stonemason, I wish you all the compliments 
of the season." 

A momentary halt to make hia bow, and off 
he goes again laughing more boiBterously than 
ever, and as he snaps hia fingera at stray doga, 
who turn ronnd to look after him, and at passers- 
by, who are startled and step aside, he's like 
nothing so mnch as a damp cracker that fizzes a 
hit and explodes when least expected. To look 
at him cursorily, who'd have thought it was our 
friend the little barber ? He's dressed ao bravely, 
and affects such a swagger in hia walk, that he 
hoks at least an inch taller than uenal and quite 
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a royatering blade. There's a curiona unsteadiness 
in hia gait fco-day whicli an enemy — if he had one 
— might perchance be ill-natured enough to at- 
tribute to any other cause rather than the slippery 
state of the road. But what if he did? Does 
not everybody know how difficult it is to walk 
undeviatingly on wooden clogs when ice is on 
the ground ? And isn't it freezing hard to-day ? 
His face, if one may judge from the triSing 
amount of it which can be seen for his head-gear, 
is red and shiny-looking and his eye is bright; 
but then the air of " Oar Subnrb" ia remarkable 
for its bracing propertiep, and even the old women 
look pippin-cheeked and comely in such weather ; 
and why shouldn't he ? And so he goes on his 
way laughing and snapping his fingers, and beam- 
ing and happy. Nay, so beaming does he appear 
to be, that a subtle and ethereal fragrance seems 
to proceed from him, and waft itself towards the 
passers-by as he pursues his devious way, and it 
has been asserted — ao ill-natured and oenaorioue is 
rumour — that this aforesaid fragrance bears a sin- 
gular and remarkable resemblance to the odour of 



r 



mb'. B«t tken the 




Ae aaAj dog-maker tka* loU kr. Md «b> vror 



And erai mpposii^ bir s Bonent Ask he i 
told Uw traib, what if h u Mb' tiut the ] 
naa sndb of * Isn't it Nev Year and a hoi 
And does New Year aod a faolidaj- come raand 
ererj montii ? Behind hia father trudges, with 

• an air of great importance, his promising son 
the fledgling barber, bearing np<m a wcoden txaj 
a praaent which is carefnll; corered with a silken 
doth embroidered with ^d thread, bat whidi, 
for aQ that, aeema £ar from secure from a fall oo 
the rood, ao absorbed is its mannikia bearer in 
ao attempt to follow exactly in the footsteps of 
his worthy parent, which, to say truth, is no 
easy matter, owing to his zigzag method of pn>- 

IgreasioD. It may be readily conjectured that 
the pair are intent on a Mew Year's call, and their 
destination is soon seen to be the sake efaop, where 
their summons to be admitted is answered by 
the tapster in person, who bows profounJIv, as he 
■nrveys his Tisitors with one eye whilst he takes an 
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observation of the sky with tbe otherj and answers 
with a smile; "The same to you," to the barber's 
"How do yoa do? I wish you a Happy New Year, 
and am glad to find you well. I am afraid," 
continues the little man, " that thia is a very poor 
present which I offer you" — as he transfers the 
gift from the hands of his son to those of his 
friend — " but I hope you'll accept it as a token 
of my esteem and regard for you." 

" Thank you very much ; on the contrary, it 
is a very handsome present. But won't you come 
in and partake of a little refreshment ? " 

Nothing loth, the offer is at once accepted, and 
they are soon comfortably seated round a glowing 
fire, and partaking of the good things which the 
hospitable tapster has produced for their delecta- 
tion, amongst which be sure that a cup of 
good wine, well warmed, is not forgotten. There 
are no customers to try his temper to-day. The 
shop is closed, and the master is away, so the 
host is bent upon enjoying himself, and the 
gossip of " Our Suburb " has in him a complacent 
and smiling auditor of the stories he is so full ai 
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and retails bo well, "Did yoii hear the narrative 
of the dogs," lie inqairea of his friend, hardly 
waiting for his answer in the negative to laugh 
boisteroaaly and clap his hands as the humour of 
it tickles his fancy. " It's the most diverting 
tale I ever heard, and it is in every man's month. 
I told it to the blind priest this morning, and he 
declared I burst his liver. Thank you; well, just 
one cnp more, and then I'll tell you all about it, 

" Be it known to you, then, that a Japanese dog, 
who had contracted an intimacy with one of foreign 
extraction, overpowered with admiration and envy 
of his friend, was desirons of learning from him, 
with a view of bettering his own condition, how 
it happened that their respective conditions in 
society were so very different. ' How comes it 
to pass,' inquired he, ' that yon foreign dogs 
are so much better treated than we? You are 
washed and fed, and kept in the house and made 
companions of by your masters, whilst we are 
kicked and cuffed and get naught bub fish-guts for 
our food, and if we so much as put our noses inside 
the kitchen, are perhaps soused with hot water,' 
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" ' Ob, because you're a roagh lot and useless 
witb&l. You are good for nothing but barking; 
and as regards tbat, too, you bark at everybody 
without distinction. Whether it be a visitor, or 
yoar master going in or ont oE the house, it's 
all one to yon. Now, we never bark at anybody 
but a robber, and otherwise conduct onrselyes 
decently and qnietly.' 

" ' You truly state the case as far as we Japanese 
■dogs are coacerned, I am afraid j but, as example 
is better than precept, may I request that you'll 
give me a little instrnctioa in deportment ? I 
am most desirous of occupying the same place 
in the estimation of my master as you enjoy 
in yours, and shall feel very grateful for any 
hints which you m5iy be disposed to impart.' 

" ' I shall be delighted, I am sure, to be of 
any assistance in my power; and, as I am going 
out for a walk, you cannot do better than accom- 
pany me and observe my general demeanour. 
Now, my good friend, don't lurch about iu that 
lazy fashion; such a gait may suit a butcher's 
cur, but is wholly inadmissible in a dog of quality. 
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You see witli wLat ease and elegance I trot along. 
Nothing confers anch an air of good breeding 
as attention to socli matters. A thoughtless carl 
in the tail; head well up and just a trifle on 
one side. H'm; yes, that will do; but, before 
we start, no barking and yelping if yoa please. 
The only occasion on which we ought to indulge 
in such noises being, as I told you before, when 
thieves are present, and then it is always right 
to raise an alarm.' 

"With snch and many other pieces of useful 
advice on the one part, and much deferential 
acquiescence on the other, the two dogs pursued 
their way very pleasantly and profitably, visiting 
many places and projecting many future excur- 
sions ; and there is no saying what might not 
have resulted from their friendahip, had not business 
or pleasure carried their footsteps to the Okurasho, 
where, to the horror and dismay of the foreign 
dog, his native-bred companion, taking a hasty 
survey of the place, was seen to raise his head in 
the air, and throwing hia ears back, to set np snch 
a howling and barking that the very sparrows 



in the gutters ceased their chattering for a moment 
to Bee what was np, and the foreign dog nas at 
his wita' end how to put a stop to the din. 
Seizing an opportunity of a pause for breath, 
however, he proceeded to Tate his friend soundly 
for his misconduct. 'There yon go again,' he 
says ; ' you could not hold your tongue for a 
couple of hours, but must take advantage of a 
public place like this to make yourself ridiculous, 
and disgrace me.' 

" 'What ! ' returns the Japanese dog in an out- 
raged tone. " Did you not tell me that I should 
always bark at thieves ? ' 

" ' Of course I did ; what then ? ' 

"'Why, I've taken a look round here, and as I 
see none but thieves, I've followed your advice : 
that's all I ' " 

The little barber ceased ; and when the mirth 
which the story had occasioned had subsided, the 
tapster, having filled his pipe and lighted it, sat 
amoking in silence for a moment, looking contem- 
platively on the fire with one eye, whilst the 
roving one danced unrestrainedly over the remains 
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of the feast whicL lay scattered around; and fioailj, 
as he raised his head to speak, dired into a cobweb 
wbich an impudent gpider had span in tlie comer 
of the tokonorna. 

" YeB," he observed^ " your story is indeed a 
good one, and reminds me of the Kamishimo thief, 
of which you have no doubt heard before this." 

" No, indeed, I cannot say I have, and I would 
gladly hear it, but that it is so late and I must be 
going, I thank you for the entertainment. I 
have enjoyed the benefit of your society for the 
past year, and hope I may continue to do so." 

" Ton are very kind, and I am sensible of the 
honour you have done me in calling on me so 
quickly. I hope you'll come and pay me a long 
visit when the days lengthen," 

" I shall be delighted, and I hope you'll 
reciprocate the call." 

" I shall uot fail fco do so. Good-bye. Good- 
bye." 



THE TAPSTER^S STORY. 



That the little barber had not heard the origin 
of the expression " Kamishimo thief " was very 
remarkable indeed^ but that he should have 
admitted his ignorance was even more extra- 
ordinary. Perhaps the tapster's good cheer had 
something to do with it, for he is well known in 
the neighbourhood as an attentive liost^ and the 
excellence of his wine is an excuse in itself for the 
rapid circulation of the wine-cup. To many 
persons such a supposition would be a conclusive 
reply to their speculations on the subject ; but a 
story-teller balked of his narrative, and a philoso- 
pher withal^ is not so easily satisfied. '* Why did 
he run away so abruptly,** ruminated the tapster, 
*'just as the evening was fairly commencing, and 
I, generally so silent, was becoming conversational? 
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Some very urgent reason mnst have interfered 
to prevent bis seizing an opportunity of hearing 
a good story. He certainly was in great haste 
to be off, but if he has not forgotten all about the 
affair by to-morrow, I'll find out everything whilst 
being shaved." So saying, he knocked the aahea 
oat of his pipe into the brazier, and returned it to 
its leather case ; then extracting his padded qoilta 
from the receptacle in which they had lain hidden 
during the day, he prepared his bed, and having 
lighted his paper night-lamp, and arranged hia 
wooden pillow to hia satisfaction, was quickly 
wrapped in slumber, regardless of the noisy rata 
who squeaked and squealed, and scuttled about 
over his head between the boards of the ceiling. 
Not BO the little barber, however. Perhaps if 
the tapster had overheard the rice man's wife, who 
lived next door to the shaving shop, in conversa- 
tion with the macaroni woman next morning, he'd 
have learned the secret of his guest's precipitate 
retreat. " He made such a noise going into hia 
house," she said, " that he waked her, and then she 
couldn't get to sleep again for listening to the 
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^H scolding he was getting all night." But the 

^^B macaroni womati only shook her head and laughed, 

^^P and added : " And Berve him right, too, for 

a nasty little gossiping baeybody who knows 

everybody's business better than they do them- 

■ selves." 
All the old folks know that the macaroni 
voman's first husband divided his time, to her an- 
noyance, between her house and the barber's; play- 
ing backgammon continually at the latter place, and 
■ only going home when hungry to eat his macaroni. 
Kor, after all, was it sews to her that the little 
man had a shrew at home ; for it had better be 
conceded at once, as a fact pretty well understood 

I in " Our Saburb," that be was no hero in his own 
house — a circumstance much to be regretted, as 
it was nearly the means of losing him a good story, 
which, but for the laudable pertinacity of the 
tapster who told it as follows next day, might 
never have reached the ears of the good folks, 
whose sufferings under the razor, it is to be hoped, 
were forgotten whilst listening to it, and who had 
Bn opportunity of benefiting by its mora). 
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ifcani^ and iW people «f Jmpaiahaim* yvt 

aowd oe cMtoHof a 

iitin mini llm iiiiilaii wliiifc fiw 
TMogniBBd IB thra itinnil ihiMi, aad ibtved their 
ittmi mod beards n h e eomem j ee e rt and raqiectable 
people " — Ae little bariier here heand • ai^ a»d 
said " At ! ay ! " — "whilst yet tbe Yamato JmmtaM, 
the spirit oE old Jspan, wae abroad, and retainera 
of a chieftain stiU loYed and rererenced their lord, 
and the lord was a father to his dependanta — 
in Boch a good old time, I saj, a certaio Daimio, re- 
Downed for his wisdom and beneTolenoe, aesembling- 
his hoasehold t<^ether, recoanted to them the 
following story. He bad been for many days 
annoyed and perplexed, he said, by reports from 
bis steward, to the effect that a thief was in the 
habit of entering his wood-store nightly, and of 
helping himself to its contents, so well calcalating 
bis opporttmity that hitherto he had completely 
escaped apprehension, and not afforded any clue 
to his identity. Sarmising, he continued, that 
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the placB was careleaal; watched, he had made np 
his mind to lie in wait for the thief himself, but 
without imparting his intention to anybody; bo 
that, secreting himself before nightfall, and having 
waited patiently for many hours, he had been at 
last rewarded by bearing a stealthy footfall, and 
the moon, appearing from behind a cloud for a 
second or two, had revealed to him features which 
he recrgnised as those of a laboarer of his own. 
That feigning the voice of the man's father, he 
had softly called him by his name, and bidding 
him make haste, had commenced to toss him down 
bundle after bundle of wood with great rapidity, 
curious to see how much he could carry away. 
' But judge of my surprise,' he said, ' to find that 
the man was not only content with a very moderate 
quantity, but actually reproached me,, his supposed 
father, for fancying him base enough to steal more 
fuel than he actually required.' ' Why should I 
take more than is actually necessary to cook our 
supper ? ' he whispered. ' Far be it from me to do 
so base an action.' Struck with the noble scrupu- 
lonsnesB of the man, hone&t even in his thieving, 
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*I have assembled yon here to-day,' said he, 'to 
see me reward him for his virtue, aad to that ead 
I desire my steward to make him such suitable 
provision as shall relieve him from the necessity 
of stealing for the future.' The man who robs 
because he is necessitous, is the slave of circutn- 
stanceft, and is to be commiserated ; and the man 
to be despised is he, who is base enough to take 
advantage of an official position to thieve, a gentle- 
man, a Man in Kamishimo." 

"Ha ! ha ! ha! Very true, very true ! I verily 
believe the dog at the Oknrasho had an ancestor 
at that meeting, Mr. Tapster. I always thought it 
was no harm for us poor folks to steal a bit, but 
for a man in office it's — detestable," said the barber, 
as he tied the knot of a queue, he was at work on, 
30 viciously, that he held his breath over it, and 
only relieved his mind and his lungs simultaneously 
as he proLOQDCed the word " detestable." 
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PICKER-UP OF PAPER-SCRAPS. 



I In tlie early moroinga, & mean and sorJ id -looking 

L being may occasionaily be enoonntered, prowling 

jstealthily about tbe lanes and alleys of "Our 

Sobnrb," a thing of " ebreds and patcbes," for 

the groteaqitonesa of hia garments, which are pieced 

and darned, and tied together regardless of colour 

or coDgmity. The lower part of hia face ia con- 

I cealed beneath an old and tattered blue-cotton 

kercbief, leaving naught but; bis eyes exposed, and 

& bnge round reed hat, begrimed with dirt and 

pulled well forward, completes his head-gear. 

L Hia lega are encased in rags of maey ehades of 

P blue, whicb are kept in tbeir places by multitudinous 

pieces of rope, and on bia mud- bedabbled feet are 

tied straw sandals. As he dives in and out of foul 
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passages, and lingers by dast-heapa and pools, 
from which he seizes stray bita of paper by meauB 
of a long pair of bamboo tongs, and tosses them 
into a bai^ket which he carries on his left arm ; he 
looks like an unwholesome bird of prey who lives, 
but does not thrive, on ofEal, Nobody seems to 
give him the time of day. As he slinks along the 
very dogs seem to shun him, as well they may, 
for it is said that the fraternity to which he belongs, 
is the enemy of their race. A well-fed dog of 
large size is to him indeed a prize, for the sake of 
hia skin, which he'll strip with great dexterity, 
and prepare for the drum-maker. For the purpose 
of securing his victim, it is said that every member 
of his class is provided with poison of a tempting 
kind, which he drops unseen, returning at night- 
time to ascertain the result of his stratagem. A 
very few days ago, a passer-by might have seen in 
the vicinity of "Our Suburb" a couple of these 
human jackals, watching from a hidiug-pUce, and 
gloating over the agonies of a dog in the throes 
of death, whose sudden and unaccountable illness 
they alone could doubtless give a reason for. 
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la and out he goea, across tlie road and back 
again, hovering for a moment over a cinder-heap, 
thrusting his tongs into a wisp of straw, iciveatigat- 
ing sewersj and peeping into oeaspoola. He rarely 
lifts his head from contemplating the gronnd, and 
never raises his voice to shout a rollicking song, 
like that young carpenter yonder, who swings along 
at quick-step with hia box of tools on his shonlder, 
and wakes the echoes o£ the neighbourhood as he 
goes. But then the carpenter is not an Eta like 
the Kamikudsuhiroi, who is an hereditary outcast 
of the class of tanners, and whose dnty it ia to 
attend on criminals, bury dead animals, and perform 
snch other menial and degrading offices as may 
from time to time be required of him by the 
aathoritiea. 

Not but that there are fine, lusty, healthy-looking 
fellows to be found amongst the J?ias. Witness the 
mender of old clogs, who plies his trade daily in the 
Bunny spot at the side of the cake shop in the main 
street of "Our Suburb." His face covering is 
not always so carefully adjusted but that one may 
catch at times a glimpse of a manly, resolute- looking 
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face, a little the worse for want of shaving, perhaps, 
but not the leaa a pleasing yisage for all that. 
Nor does he aeem an object of aversion like the 
waste-paper man. He's generally surrounded by 
chilijrenj who peer under his broad hat, and play 
with his tools, and prattle to him as he does his 
work; and now and then an old neighbour or two 
may be seen squatting on their heels in conversation 
with him. It is difficult to understand why the re- 
pairing of clogs should be esteemed a more degrad- 
ing occupation than their manufacture. Yet the 
surly old clog maker of " Our Suburb " would take 
it illj no doubt, were he expected to replace a 
broken thoug. 

But to return to the Kuiiiikiidsuhiroi, or picker- 
up of waste-paper, whom we left pursuing his loath- 
some" calling. By this time he has emptied his 
basket {which he had contrived to fill whilst we 
loitered with the cobbler) into a suck, that had 
hitherto done daty as an extra garment, and tying 
the same upon his back, has added to his miserable 
figure an unsightly hump, A brisk morning's work 
I wJ}} sometimeB furnish him with enough material to 



MIKUmUHIEOI. 



^^1 admit of his filling his basket again^ and even allow 
^^1 of his adding another protaberance to bis person id 
^^1 tbe shape of a baadle tied ronnd his waist, so that 
^^H by the time he has arrived at the waste-p^per shop, 
^^H whence be started on his rounds, his rotundity and 
^^M lagging step are in startling contrast to his lean 
^^H appearance and rapid gait when first encountered. 
^^^ The waste-paper shop where he delivers the 

^^B resulta of bia industry, is a squalid-looking cabin, 
^^H retired a little from the roadway, as if ashamed of 
^^M its dilapidated appearance. Its supports have sunk 
^^B BO much on one side that it is quite out of the 
^^1 perpendicularj and has to be propped up to keep it 
^^^ from falling down outright. The moss-grown thatch 
^^H of its roof, and the green and the slimy drain before 
^^H the door, not to mention tbe umbrellas, which, stuck 
^^ on the ground to dry, in the space between it and 
the next house, look like a crowd of overgrown 
mushrooms, combine together to give the place an 

Lair of rank uuwholesomenoss, not ill-befitting the 
business which is carried on within. Piles of dirty 
paper occupy all the available space inside the 
house, and hare even orerHowed into baskets and 
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boxes outside. Tljree squalid-Iookiug women are 
constftolly employed in Borting and arranging and 
packing iuto bundles tbis material, and it is said 
that the care with which they execute their task ia 
not nnfrequently rewarded by the discovery of a 
bundle of kinsnts or so. From tbia uninviting 
lookiug establi^ihment the paper is sent to the 
Kamiazkiya, or paper-niillj where it is macerated, 
and reduced to pulp, and remade into a giay, coarse- 
looking paper culled Avakusagami, to be again sold, 
and perchance dropped, collected, and remade as 
before. 

The process of making this paper is a very 
primitive one. The pulp, of the coosietence of thin 
cream, and the colour of very dirty water, is ran 
into shallow troughs, before each of which a woman 
stands in a holu or sunken tub which reaches to her 
waist, and dips in a bamboo sieve, running it about 
beneath the surface of the fluid, until an even layer 
of sediment has settled upou it. When she is 
satisfied that she has secured a sheet of paper, she 
closes the sieve with a lid, and stands it on its end 
to drain, and proceeds as before with a aecoud sieva 
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By the time she has finished with this one, the first 
is sufficiently drained to admit of her taking out its 
contents and laying them on a board, whereon each 
successive layer is placed, separated from its fellows 
by a long straw, which she carefully interposes to 
prevent the half-formed paper sticking together, 
and also to assist the attendant who dexterously 
separates the sheets by its means, and spreads them 
on boards, and so exposes them to the sun to dry, 
from which each is finally lifted, when sufficiently 
hardened to take a rank amongst papers, packed in 
bundles and sent to the dealer. 
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Thbeb lias been quite a religious fever lately in the 
Eastern Capit-al. It has been epidemic in whole 
districts. It haB spread like a couSagrution, blazed 
with exceeding fierceness for a day or two, flickered, 
wavered, and died out, only to break forth again in 
some other quarter. We have, in fact, been pray- 
ing by parishes. A bamboo decorated with parti- 
coloured paper has be«a seen by some one, who 
straightway has hied home aud spread the news, 
when, phew ! as if with a train of gunpowder, the 
community is set on fire and nothing is discussed 
save the approaching festivities. As the longed-for 
day of celebration draws near, work is gradually re- 
laxed, and activity of another kind takes its place in 
every household. The family wardrobe ia examined, 
and holiday attire scanned, aud dusted, and patted, 
and ironed. 
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An ohi becomes a momentoua anxiety. Hair- 
pins and heartaches are synonyms. " Be sare you 
are in time," has been pleadingly urged in persua- 
sive accents by many an imperious beauty 'to 
her hairdresser, whose importance has increased 
for the nonce in the I'atio of her engagements, 
" Be sure you are in time, good Kamiyid, for by to- 
morrow's dawn I shall commence to dress." Here's 
a notable opportunity for mistress barber to pay 
off old scores of slights and cross words ; bat she 
is of a peaceful and good-natured stock, and so the 
first rosy streak of light sees her at her post, and 
as much exercised about the choice of colours or 
the introduction of a comb as young Beauty herself. 
The morning, notwithstandiug the many misgiv- 
ings and the ansioas scannings of the heavens of the 
night before, has arrived, bright and sparkling as 
the waters of Chusenji, when the early sunlight 
Sashes on them through tbe mountain mist. His 
rays seem reflected in the happy and eager faces of 
those who are preparing for the festival. 

The temple of his godahip, which has been in 
process of decoration by willing hands for some 
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days back, is now brave with flags, and paper , 
prayers. Booths have been erected all round it, 
for the sale of toys and sweetmeats and other trifles. 
A lusty priest is at work upon the drnm, and a 
band of volunteers, all dressed ahke, is in waiting to 
seize the Mikoshi, or divine car, and start ont with 
it on their shoulders round the district. 

And now everything is in readiness : the 
rubicund Abbot, a coxcomb in hia frippery, decked 
in his canonicals, has just adjusted his scarf to his 
satisfaction ; the noiay fellows, with the iron staves 
strung with rings at the top, have their jingling . 
rods poised for the stroke, and are only waiting for 
the word. The Mihoshi bearers tighten their Ohis, 
and even forget to chaff one another in the excite- 
ment of the moment, nevertheless there is jnst 
time for that sly fellow, with the miniature cast of 
sake slung at bis belt, to take a pnll at it himself, 
and pass it to hia neighbour when. Clash! go the 
iron staves, Bang I Bang! Bang ! returns thedrum, 
and they're off. Out of the gates they rush, iron 
staves to the front, and the jolly priest with hia 
shaven head and shining face, closely followed 
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by the Temple money-box, bringing np the rear. 
*' Tot choi, wat choi," grunt the bearers in an nnder- 
tone aa they whisk the Mikoshi along. Round and 
round it goes^ across the road and back again, until 
the brazen bird upon the top looks like twenty 
birds as it Bashes and trembles in the glowing 
sunlight, 

" Yoi choi, wat choi." Oat of the way all ye 
who ride or drive, for, be yonr horeea never so 
restive, we don't care ; into the ditch with ye — any- 
where out of the way, '* Yot choi, wat choi," 
faster and faster they go, nntil the jolly priest, 
nnnsed to such violent exercise, is bedewed with 
perspiration and is fain to mop his bullet head and 
lag a little. How they whirl and toes the thing 
about I One minute it is shoulder high, and anon 
it ainks to thigh and knee, till they seem to be 
playing a game of football with a piece of furniture. 
The brasa peacock is becoming shaky on his legs, 
and looks as if he'd like to % away and be at rest, 
but ever and anon, as a bearer falls ont, another is 
ready to take his place, and so the game is kept 
a-going and the football never reaches the ground. 
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But tbere'is a method in this madneas. He, of the 
shaven pate, has an eye to business all the time, so 
he stops the Mikoshi bearers opposite the Nagtiyas 
until the occupants thereof discharge their obliga- 
tions, and a shower of coins, the latter of which are 
carefully picked up and transferred to the money 
chestj whereupon the Mikoshi men, hoisting their 
trumpery, give a shout or two and are off elsewhere. 
But every stoppage entails a drink of sake, to keep 
the volunteers in good hamonr, and their excite- 
ment at the proper pitch. ; so that when evening has 
arrived, never was seen snch a capering, shonfcing, 
bacchanalian crew, and they vow between their 
hiccups, as they seek their homes at niffhtfall, that 
of all the jolly days that ever were this was 
certainly the very jolliest. 

In the meantime the Temple is by no means 
deserted. Crowds oE well-dresaed women, for the 
most part accompanied by chubby children (whose 
young heads have beenabaved in fantastic patterns, 
the remaining love-Iocka being tied in queues, with 
twisted paper), are busy at their devotions or drink- 
ing and smoking, or cheapening toys, or gossiping- 
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with their neighbours. How polite they are to one 
anotlier I What exaggerated hoaorifics thoy employ 
as they praise one another's garmentsj or admire 
their mutual children ! " I am torn with anxiety 
anent your ladyship's moat exalted rheumatism." 
" I am prostrated with gratitude at your magna- 
nimous interest in such a despicable creature as 
myself." 

Make way for a new worshipper, when you have 
said your prayer and wakened up the deity by a 
tinkle on the bell. He may be asleep, or per- 
chance he is hunting, you know ; and be sure yon 
don't forget the money-box. "But I'm leaving 
the neighbourhood, and shall enlist under another 
god in a day or two," " The greater reason why 
you should act liberally by the present one. 
Don't yon know that he hands over hia clients 
when they change their quarters, and would be able 
to say a good word or two for yon ? Who has kept 
you in health for the year past ? Who has saved 
your house from £re and storm and the fearful 
lightning ? Out upon you for an ingrate ; an yon 
cheat his godship, I would not wear your ofci for a 
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Caimio's revenue." And so the money flows in, 
and the rabicund priest's eyea twinkle till he seems 
to be winking to himaeH, as he rubs his fat hands 
together and thinks of the eels and sake in the hox. 
And indeed a wise man will not offend a priest. 
He has much in hia power with a superstitions 
people. He has been known to tumble down the 
headstones in a graveyard, when improperly, or 
rather inaafficiently garnished with the votive coin . 
by a degenerate posterity. 

In addition to the excitements of the Mikoshi, 
and the Temple proper, muat be reckoned the dashi, 
or allegorical cars, which may be described as 
platforms erected upon ronghj springless carts, 
on which plays and character dances are exhibited 
to the music of the dmm and fife. Over these 
platforms are constructions supporting devices of 
many sorts, which generally calm in ate in a 
grotesque representation of the human figure. As 
these performances are conducted with much noise, 
they are the centre generally of an admiring crowd, 
whose appreciation of enjoyment may be summed 
up shortly as said and shouting. Aa these rude 
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constructions lumber along upon their way, the 
neighbours standing at their doors are fired by 
enthusiasm at the sound of the drum, and shout, 
and join the throng; and the very children 
raise their tiny voices and clap their dimpled 
hands, until what with Mikoshi, dashi, sake, 
chat, shouting, drum-beating and alms-giving— 
never was seen before such a state of excitement 
as may be observed in ^* Our Suburb " on the 
anniversary of Fjigami no Matsuri, 
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Ik the remote suburbs and outskirts of Tedo, the- 
wayfarer may chance to have his attention coca- 
sionally arrested by an unusual-looking object by 
the roadside. This is neither more nor less than 
a piece of Japanese linen, inscribed with a name, 
and suspended by its four corners to as many square- 
shaped stakes, whichhave been drivenintothegronnd. 
Behiod may be seen a wooden tablet with a short 
story upon it, and by the side thereof a bucket con- 
taining water with a wooden ladle standing in it. 

And should a friendly eave, projecting a long- 
shadow upon the dusty road, beguile the pedes- 
trian into seeking a temporary asylum from the 
fierce rays of ihe san, or should hia curiosity,, 
aroused by this noyel eight, arrest his footsteps for 
a moment, he may perchance be afforded food 
for further speculation by observing a passer-by 
ladling a measure of water upon the linen, and 
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waiting, with some show of reverence, until the fluid 
had passed through, before resuming hia journey. 

This singular proceeding will probably provoke 
a smile at the simplicity or a sneer at the saper- 
stition of the people j but a shade will supplant the 
smile upon thy kindly face, and a sigh mayhap take 
the place of the sneer, Loiterer ! when thou learnest 
the story upon that wooden tablet, and hearest why 
the water is poured through that piece of linen. 

An event, than which the round of " ills that 
hnman flesh is heir to " contains no sadder, is here 
recorded. Can any circumstance exceed in pitiful- 
nesa that which demands a mother's life at the 
moment when her joy is fullest ? A life for a life ? 
Such a tale ia here set forth. 

Amongst the simple-minded Japanese, it ia 
received that such a death is a judgment for some 
deadly sin, committed either in this or a previous 
state of existence, and for which the poor deceased 
is bound to suffer further penalties in that unseen 
world.towhichher troubled spirit has winged its flight. 

Her punishment and the length of time required 
to purge her of her ain, and permit of her taking 
her place amongst the /ddutii, en: e\ei\ft."wi&w \j««i^ 
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(for which word our angel ia hardly an equivalent), 
varies in different casep, say tie priests. It bears, 
however, a curious ratio to the means of the 8 
ing aurvivors ; as, in accordance with the sum paid 
by them, it is found that the period is short or long. 
This is ascertained by the contrivance above 
described, for when the linen hanging between the 
posts gives way, and will no longer contain the 
water which is poured upon it, the unhappy, sufEeringf 
soul ia released, but whether this release ia effected 
by, or ia merely coincideiU with, the rupture of the 
cloth, I have not been able to ascertain. 

However that may be, it is well known that 
a rich relation, paying a round sum, receives from 
the priest a piece of linen which has been carefully 
scraped thin in the middle, so that it gives way at 
once, whilst the poverty-stricken anrvivor, alas I 
must drag bis chain of suspense through the coarsest 
canvas. But he hasjin consequence perhap8,the sym- 
pathy of every passer-by, on whom the mute appeal 
to drop a ladleful of water, for the love of heaven, 
is never lost ; for whatever faults there may be 
found amongst the Japanese, a want of kindl 
and sfwpathj can never be included in them. 
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By the earlj riser, a quaint and curious-look ing^ 
sportsman is occasionally to be met with, parsuing 
his game about the streets and alleys of " Our 
Suburb." Dressed in a close-fitting suit of blue 
cotton, and almost concealed under a huge reed 
hat, he sneaks along, crouching under the eaves 
of houses, slinking through gateways and diving 
down lanes and alloys. Clean shaven and neatly 
dressed, his supple figure and piercing eye indicate 
an individual well-to-do in the world, not indifferent 
to appearances, and self-reliant withal, notwithstand- 
ing his stealthy tread and eccentric movements. 
Watching him as he stops "suddenly, and, bent half 
doable, stares restlessly at an opposite bouse, then 
creeps across the road, and, listening a moment, 
moves off again, one feels sure that, were he in 
London, Policeman X would inevitably apprehend 
him as a sasplcious character intent on a felony. 
Bat while we are speculating on tim, ■K^a-Ns 
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has he diaiippeared to ? He waa here a second 
or ttro ago, and there are no side streets within a 
hnndred yards. — Oh ! he is only standing on an 
old well, and lookiog into the second-floor front of 
an unoccupied house. Very myateriona condnot, 
surely, with not a little oE the insane aboat it. 
But he has too business-like a look in his face to 
permit more than a momentary doubt of hla sanity. 

Whew ! he is round the next corner,* like a 
flash — through a gateway, and across a strip of 
garden, and, by the time we've come up with him 
again, is walking in a leisurely, not to say a degage 
way, along a stable front. 

What can the sparrowa be about this morning ? 
They have a great deal to say about something, 
and are as vehement and noisy and argumentative 
over it as was ever a board of guardians over in- 
creased expenditure, or a knot of washerwomen over 
a oup of congou. They've even attracted the atten- 
tion of our sportsman, who, by way of diversion 
perhaps, introduces another subject for their debate, 
for, applying an instrument to hia mouth, he sets 
up such a chaffering and chirping and twittering 
tliat no Bparrow of any apirit could "possibly stand 
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reuch an intrasion. The assembly ia accordingly 
broken up, and down it comes from ridge-tile to 
eave to see what's in the wind. One sparrow, 
more inqniaitiTe and adventurous tban the rest, 
balancing himself on the edge and cocking hia 
knowing little eye, has hardly time to express by 
his look "what's np now ? " — when, quick as light- 
ning, a. bamboo rod, besmeared with bird-lime, ia 
I dashed at him, and, a struggling prisoner, he is 
lowered to earth by onr friend the sportsman, who, 
diaen tangling him from hia slimy fetters, transfers 
him to a nondescript-looking receptacle slung at 
hia back, and partaking of many of the character- 
istics of a hahing-basket and a game-bag. 
So the mystery ia Bolved, aud the suspicioua 
stranger is nnmaaked. He's a catcher of sparrows ; 
— what can he possibly want them for ? Probably 
sparrow matches, thought we ; we'll aak him and 
make sure. — " Not a bit of it, air ! They are for 
eating ; strong on a splinter of bamboo and roasted, 
they are auperb." " Indeed I how many have you 
in your basket ? " " Juat forty this morning," 
" You must have been early at work, then ? " 
"Well — yes, perhaps two hours." 
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The rambler in " Oar Suburb " cannot fail ocoasion- 
ally to encounter in his peregrinations a tall and 
commanding- loo king personage, respectably attired 
in sober black, and followed closely by an old and 
wizened retainer in a angar-loaf lacquered hat, who 
carries on hia shoulder a square box attached to a 
pole. The individual in question is thin and sallow- 
faced, and wears his iron-gray hair brushed back 
off his forehead and hanging to hia ehonlders. His 
gait and general demeanour are pompons and 
stately, and in keeping with the expression of his 
&ce, to which the corrugated brow and pursed-np 
mouth give an air of profundity and wisdom. The 
attendant may be dismiaaed in a few words, when 
he is described as bearing a striking resemblance to 
a tortoise on its bind legs, his pointed hat and oiled 
paper coat with short sleeves, inside which he con- 
ceals his hands in all weathers, combining to com- 
plete the likeness, and giving him an nndoabtadly 
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amphibious appearance. The similarity, however, 
ends here, for a gUace at hia red nose and watery 
eye would force a conclusion either that nature has 
done him a gross injustice in hanging out sach a 
sign, or that of the two elements in which the 
amphibia are at home, one at leaet ia not popular 
with the doctor's man — for such he ia — and the 
individual with the narrow forehead, whoae back 
he continually contemplates, is none other than the 
doctor of " Our Subhrb " himself. Not that one 
chirurgeon ia sufficient for our requirements. 
Quite the contrary, for we have several, but their 
reputation and standing are not of consequence 
enough to permit of any of the fraternity's sharing 
the definite article with the practitioner in question, 
whoae aurgery in the main street, garnished with a 
huge and impoaing sign, and emitting a medicinal 
odour as good as any advertisement, has had a 
reputation for the excellence of its wares for many 
years — " ay, long before the birth of the present 
incumbent," say the very oldest of the folks, who, 
vain of their great antiquity, and impressed by the 
belief that everything has degenerated aince they 
were young, affect, when on the subject, to sniff a 
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little, and shake their fooliBli old headsj becaaae the 
doctor is not as old as his father was, when he 
shaved his pate, and, retiring from practice and 
the world, handed over hia patients to his son, who, 
bnt for the mistake of having had a father, would 
probably have flourished without a standard of 
comparison being applied to his detriment. Saving, 
however, these drivellinga of the oldsters, the doctor 
has no fanlt to find with hia popularity, and if he is 
sensitive on the point, it ought to be a source of 
gratification to him to reflect that he is in turn a 
worm in the plum of every other disciple of ^acola- 
pius in bis district. 

The establishment, from which he starts npou 
his daily rounds, is quite a marvel of little drawers 
and shelves. Root-choppers and mortars litter the 
mats; whilst black-lacquered boards, with gilded 
iocriptions thereon, inform the public of the 
" Thousand years' life pills to be had here " — the 
" Mixture of a hundred ingredients " — and many 
other noatrnins too nameroua to mention. In 
addition to these afBrmatories he has a rare stock 
of hand-billa in which he wraps bis potions. Some 
of them are ornaoieBted with harrowing pictures 
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meant to catch the eye, and all are brave with 
capitals. What wheezing asthniatic could resist the 
sedaotioDB of the " Clove Pills, a recipe of this 
house"? "This honourable medicine," it ia 
aBBerted, " is prepared in a secret manner, according 
to a recipe of divine origin, and there Ib no other 
medicine like it in the TTorld. This unique and 
extraordinary componnd," it goes on to relate, " is 
specific for the coughs of both grown people and 
children, no matter from what cause arising. When 
iQgh lasta for a long time, it ruins the spleen, 
injures the stomach, and destroys the five great 
organs and the six members, more especially in the 
case of young children, for in such inatances a bad 
habit of body arises from which spring the ' hundred 
diseases.' A cure, however, is guaranteed in the 
most deplorable cases by nsing one packet of the 
specific, and in hopeless ones by two. The 
symptoms will be found to improve in the moat 
astonishing manner. For epidemic coughs at 
change of season, for ordinary catarrh, for hacking 
cough, for the cough which defies diagnosis, 
for the constitutional cough, and, in fact, for all 
other kinds of coughs, tkia ei\.taox^\^iiMi ^a^iNSi.- 



118 



A SUBURB OF YEDO. 



liinatioii will be found to have an astoucding 
action. No matter how far gone the patient may 
bej it Tfill he found to refresh hia inwards, expand 
his chest, improve hia appetite, and fatten him op 
in an amazingly short apace of time. Of the many 
tens of thousands of persons who have tried its 
Tirtnes, not one has fonnd it to fail. Its excellence 
can be tested by a trial, even the most hopeless 
cases are benefited by its use, and if several pacliets 
are taken, a cure is guaranteed. Prepared and com- 
pounded only by Kahei of the Isei house," 
Bhikoceros Fills ! 

" A certain cure for tightness of the chest, pain, 
gnashing of the teeth, depression of the spirits, and 
in fact every other diaease under the sun. An un- 
failing care guaranteed if regularly used,- These 
pills are best taken by being dissolved in sake," 
PiCK-ME-DP Pills ! 

With a picture of a decrepit old man tottering 
in at one door of the establishment and leaving by 
another rejuvenescent. "Try the gold-coated life- 
helping pills 1 " etc, 

WONDERFFL StSTEU 1 

"This is the establishment for the cure of all 
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kinds of diseaaea, The family to which I belong 
has been diatinguiahed for seven generations for ita 
sacceBsful treatment of every known disease. Of 
the many hundreds of patients who have been nnder 
our treatment, not one has failed to be cured. 
Toothache cured on the spot." 

Black Ball Pills ! 

" TJaef 111 for curing twenty-one different deacrip- 
tions of diseases." 

The Ftiridashi ! 

"A popnlar remedy for oougha and colds. It 
■expels the devil and promotes the circulation. 
Some designing persons having in various places 
exhibited signs professing to deal in this medicine, 
I would humbly beg to observe that what ia prepared 
and sold in these places is inert, as will be quickly 
discovered by any one foolish enough to try it," 
The Mdsk Pills! 

" An infallible remedy for every thingj from a red 
face to a bed-sore. A pick-me-up after a drinking- 
bout (in which case they are to be taken in salt- 
water). Every traveller should be provided with a 
store of these magicpills as aspecificagainstsea-sick- 
iiess, hago sickness, and bites of venomous reptiles." 
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These, and many other infallible nostnima too 
nnmeroaa to mention, may all be procured for a 
trifling charge from the doctor of "Our Suburb." 

In the old times he waa wont, when visiting a 
person of distinction, to herald his approach by 
having a banoer or two carried before him. Bat 
times have changed since then, and he contents 
himself now with the single attendant who carries 
his medicaments. 

But see 1 He has arrived at his destination, and 
is bowing his excuses for being late, and receiving 
in return profound apologies from the patient's 
wife, for having given him the trouble of coming 
such a long way, especially as he is certain to be 
so busy ; to which she adds, she is very much 
obliged for his having come bo soon. 

" Pray don't mention it, my dear madam, I am 
a little late, I must repeat, because I visited one or 
two houses on the way. Well! How's our patient?" 

" He's lying yonder ; I must apologise for the 
untidy state of the room." 

These little preliminaries over, the great man, 
leaving his wooden clogs at the door, advances 
majestically to where the sick man is lying. " Pray 
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don't get up on my account," he entreats, with a 
deprecating wave of the hand. " Let me feel your 
palse. Ah ! Just as I thought." 

A scrntiny of the patient's eye, a peep ander the 
upper eyelid, a look into the lower, an investigation 
of the nostrils, an examination of the tongne, follow 
next; and after each act a portentous "h'm," is 
delivered, as if everything was exactly as be 
expected, and he was in no wise to be taken in 
or surprised. Another examination of the pulse 
(always the left in the case of a man), with 
head on one side, mouth pursed up, and brows 
well knitted, affords him suflBcient insight into the 
case to permit of his delivering himself of the 
guarded diagnosis, that — " Ah, just so, he is rather 

really." A few questions here folloWj and 

the examination is proceeded with. " Let me feel 
your stomach. Just so ; I am afraid that the interior 
of your abdomen is not at all satisfactory. This is a 
very bad case. Does the doctor, who has attended 
him hitherto, belong to the Chinese school ? " 

"No, he belongs to the Occidental, and since 
the patient has been attended by him he has 
,only been the worse for it. He is a man of 
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TuagnificeDt outward appearance, to be aurej but 
then " 

" What's his nanie, and where does he reside ? " 

" Close by in Shimmichi, and I believe be 
IB the gentleman they call Tabunouchi Yfichiku." 

" It there is any of his medicine left, I should 
just like to be allowed to look at it. Ah ! ali I 
He has made a shockiog mistake in his dtagrtoeis. 
If yon had only called me in, in the first instance, 
snd used a medicine snited to the disease, the 
patient would have got well immediately." 

" Dear me, sir ! Is it possible ? Here, child I 
Make haste and bring the water for the Doctor 
to wash hia hands. Tell the Ductor's servant the 
■medicine-case is wanted, and be careful how you 
Taring it in." 

" Let the patient take of these twenty-four pills, 
twelve at once, and twelve again to-night. The 
descending principle is at fuult and must be rectified. 
Of the medicine which I will send him he mast 
drink a hot water cupful every hour, and let him 
emoke throngh his right nostril a pipeful of this 
powder, three times a day." 

"Ah ! it would have laeen & good thing if we had 
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applied to you long ago, air ! We have really acted 
very fooiisbly; bat the fact is, we did not think 
the case was aerioiia, and your house, Doctor, is such a 
loQg way off, and we could not make up our miuds." 
And so he departs, having relieved the anxieties 
of the good people and coufoiinded his medical 
brother. He is a great believer in the Chinese 
Bchool ol medicine, and a corresponding opponent 
of the Occidental He refers every ailment to the 
two vital principlea. If you have a headache, tbe 
ascending principle is at fault. Do you suffer from 
chilblains? The descending mast be rectified. 
When his art fails, however, all hope is not 
abandoned. The priest is sent for, who cornea 
armed with bells, with which he accompanies bis 
chaunting, and makes such a horrible din that he 
is aaid aometimes to arouse the dying man, and 
drive away the grim visitor for the nonce. If 
this fails, as a last resource the picture of G-od 
is taken out of the mamori hukuro (or charm-bag, 
which is worn hung round the neck or hidden in 
the obi), and drunk dissolved in water, and if this 
I ia nnsuccesaful the patient is beyond recall, and 
preparations may be made lor \iyb ivwiBTBX. 
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In a busy part of tlie main street of " Oui 
Suburb," and opposite to the etonemason'a work- 
Bhop, may be noticed a row of houses, whose 
dilapidated and neglected appearance is at strange- I 
■variance with the signs of life around them. The j 
wood of which these tenements are built is green 
and mouldered from age and decay, and the black 
and rotting thatch upon their roofs is loaded with ' 
tall, rank weeds and verdant mossea. An air of 
"being in Chancery" pervades them; of being 
ghoul-haunted ; of being fever - stricken, aa the J 
damp steams rise from off them when the snn 
is strong. Tokens of a precipitate exodus of their ^ 
occupants are evident, for through, here and there, 
a half open door or crazy window, whose paper, 
mildewed and rotted with the rain, has parted from | 
its sash and flaps idly in the wind, it may I 
that the mats have never been removed, while bits \ 
of broken crockery ware upon the floors, with now 
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and then a tray or other article of fumitare, proclaim 
the trembling hand which failed to serve ita owner 
in hia haatj flight. The very signs still hang beside 
the doors, and tell the passer-by that here the 
blacksmith liyed, or there that " all kinds of paper" 
were for sale. A wine-shop bush, still shapely, spite 
of wind and weather, betokening what was once 
a house of entertainment, has not yet fallen from 
its rusted nail. 

As if ashamed of their mean and shabby 
appearance, these houses slope backwards from the 
road in a slanting directior, each one, as it were, 
trying to hide itself bt-hird its neighbour, all save 
one — a shameless building — whose corner, as it 
abats upon the road, seems to thrust itself into 
sight and insist on being noticed, and its peaked 
gable to bespeak attention in a defiant manner, 
whilst its turned- up eave adds an appearance 
of being on the defensive, as an impudent school- 
boy is wont to raise hia arms when in expectation 
of a blow. Bnt these insufferable pretensions have 
no effect upon the neighbouring houses, for, save 
where it is hand-in-hand with its disreputable 
relations, it is cut off from communication, put into 
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Coventry, ostracised, excommunicated. The 
old tamble-down constructions over the way, 
aeem to be leaning affectionately on one another for 
mutual support, and putting their venerable heads 
together, eye him askance. The saucy way, 
however, in which the eel-ahop has been seen 
to wave her paper lamp about — scandalous in each 
an ancient house, it must be admitted — may have 
given sufficient encouragement and warrant for the 
bold and steadfast glances which his dormer window 
constantly throws in her direction. It is naeless, 
however, for him to mate any advances to his next- 
door neighboar, as a formidable gap exists between 
them which effectually prevents any attempts 
at communication, not to mention that the toy- 
shop has half turned her back to him, as if 
unmistakably intending to give him the cold 
shoulder. From all which it will be gathered that, 
ou the whole, a more disreputable and uninhabitable 
make-believe of a house it will be difficult to find. 
And yet a closer inspection will reveal that it is not 
without some reason for its evident pretensions — for 
it is occupied. Yes, spite of ruin and decay, and 
had reputatioQj the house has a tenant. The 
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neighbonra nightly wonder at his courage aa ttey 
crowd round their charcoal fires, and when his name 
is mentioned, shudder with affright if a rat so much 
as squeaks in the thatch, or regard with sidelong 
looks their shadows grotesquely grouped upon the 
paper walla by the flickering lamp. And well they 
may, for even the little barber, whose reputation 
for valour is established, holds his breath with 
horror whilst he tells the story of those haunted 
bouses. For such they are said to be. The old 
folks say so, and the youngsters believe the tale. 
It happened in this wise, they say : 

Many, many years ago, whilst moat of us were 
children, and the houses themselves were not much 
older either, a blacksmith from Asakusa came and 
toot up his residence amongst us — where you see 
hia sign still hanging — and with him came his 
young and pretty wife, and infant child. For a 
BeasoQ things went well with him, his reputation 
bad followed him hither, and the neighbours had 
naught to say against his handiwork or, indeed, 
against himself, for that matter. But it came to 
pass that in course of time a good-looking young 
paper-man, who had hitherto lived w\\.b.V\s, ■^tkt's^''^ 
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in the big shop at the end of the Btreet — with 
hopes, it ie Bnpposed, of bettering his condition, in 
an evil moment for all concerned, determined to 
leave the parental roof-tree, and set ap on his own 
accoHnt; and to that end, choosing the vacant 
hoase between the sake merchant's and the 
blacksmith's, he opened shop. Now, trade in 
paper being dull, or the old establishment absorb- 
ing all the custom — for the neighbours have always- 
disliked change — it happened that our gay yonng 
paper-man had much time npon hia hands, and 
speat a deal thereof in the blacksmith's house. 
Ill the meantime, for what reason it is hard to 
Bay, the blacksmith began to grow fretful and 
morose, the cheerful "clink, clink" of hia hammer 
oft-times intermitted, and he would be seen to sit 
for hours in moody meditation, instead of working' 
diligently as of yorp. And, by degrees, a further 
change was observed to come upon him; for, now, 
neglecting more and more the calliog which had 
been his pride, he was seen to frequent the sake 
shop, and to return to his home, not seldom with 
bioodshot eyes and staggering gait, to find his 
next - door neighbour talking to ' his lonely 
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ie, or perchance nursing the baby to which 
he had become attached, aa becomea a kind-hearted 
youth, and eke a good-looking young paper-man. 
And 80 eveuts progressed from day to day, the 
future shaping out itself, the visits of the black- 
smith to the sake shop becoming more frequent 
and prolonged, and the gay young paper-man more 
aasiduoua in hia attentions to 'tlia baby; until 
one morning it fell out that the neighbours, 
noticing no stir or sign of life about either the 
blacksmith's or the paper -shop, determined on 
consultation with the saha merchant (who had, 
he said, applied his eye and ear to a chink in one 
of the rain-doora of the former house and discovered 
nothing,) to knock for admittance before sundown, 
and, in the event of receiving no response, to force 
an entry. As, however, hour by hour, the day 
wore on, and nothing happened to reward the 
curiosity of the idle group which loitered round 
the stonemason's opposite, naught remained but to 
lift away a sliding-door or two and solve the 
mystery. The blacksmith's house was entered 
first and found to be empty, but seemed to have 
been so recently occupied that the n.ev^Wci'^'M.'s. 
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hastily retired, as i£ half-expecting its owner to 
return and resent tbeir nnwarrantable iatrusion. 
" And now for the paper-man's " was the cry. 
Bnt why do the toremoat of the group press back- 
wards from the half-opened door, with blanched 
and terror-stricken faces, whilst those behind press 
forward and stand on tip-toe, and crane their necks 
to see what as yet no one has had the courage to 
describe in words ? And what is it they see when 
they do succeed ? Only the shapely young paper- 
man lying on his face dead ! Lying, face down- 
ward, upon a purple stain, with an iiiqaisitive ray 
from the setting sun falling across his head and 
neck, and bringing their marble pallor into strange 
contrast with the ghastly stain beneath them, 
and by his side his right hand severed above 
the wrist. Unhappy yonng paper-man I Bnt 
a freah horror is in store for the bystanders, 
who, hardly yet recovered from tbeir first 
surprise, converse in whispers j for, from out 
of the well hard by them, cries of anguish in 
a woman's voice are heard, aud prayers for 
help, and, as wail after wail is borne aloft upon 
the evening breeze, the trembling crowd, impelled 
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by panic and the dread of being bewitched 
by an evil spirit, overturning one another in 
their harry to escape, dispersed, each to his 
own home. All night the dwellers in those 
ruined houses heard the dreadful sounds, and 
when day had dawned, emboldened by the 
sunlight, they, headed by the sake merchant, 
put the cover on the well, in hopes to confine 
the evil spirit to its depths. Vain hope I All 
through that weary day the despairing moan, 
grown feebler at intervals, broke forth afresh, 
and the affrighted folks, afraid to leave their 
houses, were constrained to hear it against their 
wills. But their horror culminated when, at 
dead of night, as slumber was beginning to 
enfold in its embrace the worn-out watchers, 
an unearthly yell once more aroused them, and 
the fearful apparition of a woman dripping with 
water, her long black hair hanging in masses 
around her pallid face, and bearing a child in 
her arms, rushed frantically up and down before 
the neighbours' houses, beating her hands against 
their doors and begging them to open to her. 

The few inhabitants ■wVo \»a.4. ^q'v> li-a-ax^'^'a 
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to escape by means of their back doors that 
night, lost no time in leaving the accnreed 
place next morning, never to return : and since 
that time a ghoatly woman, bearing & spectral 
infant, is said to go her nightly ronnds, beating on 
the doors and calling for some one, whose name is 
not known, although many aver that they have 
heard it. That it is nndonbtedly an evil spirit was 
evident by the fact that the cover was found to 
have been taken off the well on the night in which 
the apparition first manifested itself, and that there- 
fore it had escaped thence is plain. And so the 
simple-minded dwellers in " Our Suburb/' to whom 
a ghosfc is an indisputable reality, and for whom ever 
the mention thereof has terrors indeBcribable, have 
ever since shunned the haunted spot, and left its 
solitary tenant in undisturbed possession thereof. 

Who, then, is the lonely tenant who has the 
hardihood to occnpy this unwholesome residence ? 
Beside the door a signboard, ornamented with 
a scarlet sun and sky-blue moon reposing upon a 
early cloud, and underneath thereof six hori- 
zontal barsj five of which are bisected with a 
red streak, proclaim that fortune -telling by the 



THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 



•Chinese method is cai-i-ied on within, and ia 
therefore a reply in fnll to the second query 
in the foregoing sentence, and as to the person- 
ality of the Augur, none but a stranger to " Onr 
Suburb" could fail to know that he is the 
Blind Priest. To such as may feel inclined 
to find fault with this apparently reckless expendi- 
ture of capitals and of the definite article, it 
may be necessary to state in explanation thereof, 
that there ia bat ooe blind priest in " Oar 
Suburb," and that any looseness of diction on 
such a point might encourage a belief that wa 
abound in blind priests, and so scatter the raya 
of interest which should be concentrated upon 
& single object. For he is truly a remarkable 
individual, and worthy of attention. From earliest 
dawn ere yet the climbing sun has drunk the dow- 
dropa, till evening's glooms proclaim him risen on 
-another world, a monotonous chaant may be heard 
to issne from the open door, intermitted only on 
the advent of a client seeking to lift np the curtain 
which conceals the future, or ceaaiog for a ppaii 
when, overcome by the heat of summer, the blind 
old man is forced to follow the example of the 
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drowsy neighbours and is fain to alumber oat the 
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Tliis cbaunt is carried on m a low key and in 
'1 forced voicej the cbest seemingly being first 
fully inflated and then gradually emptied of its 
air, until the last words (if words they be) of 
each period become by degrees more and more 
guttnral and difficult of ejacnlation; then, with 
a freah inspiration taken with a quick, hissing 
sonnd, he begins again with renewed energy a 
full tone higher than before, and, as if a weight 
had been lifted off his mind, to gradually descend 
again J and so on, without variation for the livelong 
day, he continues to wind himself up and ran down 
again, like a mechanical toy, tinkling his little bell 
at intervals, and stopping only for his meaU 
when visitors are scarce. Whether this proceeds 
from a spirit of devotion, or is a remnant of his 
priestly craft, or is done in expiation of aom& 
heinous crime, the memory of which haunts him 
ever, is a matter for conjecture. Naught is knowo 
about his early history I That he was not always 
a priest, however, is understood, and that he has 
a strange liking tor iron-work of aU descriptions. 
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has been noticed. Nay, more, his knowledge o£ 
technicalities even o£ the craft has excited 
surprise. But, spite of friendly queationinga and 
neighbourly espyings, nothing more is known about 
him now than when he first arrived some years 
ago. Nothing save that a blind man, travel-stained 
and careworn, with a bundle slung upon his back, 
had appeared one wintry day in " Our Suburb," hia 
footsteps guided by a little child who, following 
his directions, had led htm straight to oue of the 
haunted houses, since then his undisputed home. 
A tall and lean old man, but poorly clad, his pallid 
face seamed and scarred by small-pox, and, beneath 
his high and narrow forehead, a pair of sunken 
recesses to which the light of midday is but as 
the blackness of night. A taciturn, gloomy old 
man, who, from the time he first appeared amongst 
us, has never left his dwelling, and who, since 
he hung his sign beside the door, has supported 
himself solely by the scanty proceeds of his fortune- 
telling. Within the open doors a passer-by may 
see a small recess, originally a portion of the 
room beyond, from which it has been cut off by 
patched and dirty paper doora. Pictures of 
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Buijdha and smoke-stained legeuds in ancient 
cdaractera ornament its walb, and on the mats 
and opposite the entrance stands a little table 
aome three feet long by fifteen inches high, on 
which are displayed his divining apparatua, con- 
sisting of a handful of little rods (Fifty in all), 
called zeichiku, kept for safety in a bamboo joint 
or pencil stand, and six small black blocks of 
wood bisected by a red streak — facsimiles of 
which are displayed, as stated, upon the signboard 
oataide — and which are called samji. Behind this 
table sits the old fortune-teller, when, in pursuit 
of his calling, he is required to explore the futare 
for, it may be, a gaping country girl, anxious for 
a sweetheart, a shopkeeper looking for a runaway 
apprentice, or a husbandman inquiring for a 
favourable day on which to sow hia rice. On 
these occasion a hia method of procedure is as 
follows : — Having rattled hia rods together by 
rolling them between his palms, he raises them 
to hia forehead for a moment in a reverential 
manner, and then taking one from the handle, 
lays it on the little table beside his right hand. 
He then proceeds, having divided them into, two 
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and rejected one portion which he replaces in the 
pencil holder, to count out hy fonra those retained 
in hia hand, and in accordance with the broken 
number left he moves a block. Thia process 
twice again repeated, by threes on these occasions, 
and a block moved as before, a combination of 
the blocks results, in which the characters upon 
them correspond with the number of a paragraph 
in a book of oracular responses, which when re- 
ferred to is accepted as a satisfactory reply to 
the query. He does not, however, depend much 
upon the book, bat troats in a great measure to 
hia inspiration. He will tell you that he passes 
one hour every morning in a religious trance, in 
which it is revealed to him, what general form 
of combination of the sangi will be properest for 
the day. He professes to know beforehand that 
certain questions will be asked of himj and is 
prepared to answer them accordingly without much 
deliberation, Joy or sorrow, anger or dismay, he 
has found to interfere with the spirit of divination. 
He cannot depend upon his prophecies after auch 
emotions. 

But here cornea a buxom little housewife to 
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ooDBalt him. She is dressed in her holiday best, 
and her freshly -ah a ven eyebrows and -well-blacked 
teeth show that she has made a careful toilette. But 
for all thatj there's trouble in her honest face, and 
she is commencing a voluble torrent of explanation, 
whilst seeking in her parse for the quarter bu 
which is his fee, when he stops her short and 
says : " Yoa've had a quarrel with your hasband 
and are meditating flight. Be caatious what you 
do." A look of wonder and amazement quickly 
replaces her former expression, her eyes grow 
roand as saucers, for a moment she forgets her 
search for the little coin, and then in a nervous 
hurry, drawing ont her money, she makes her 
bow and leaves him still exhorting her. She is 
succeeded by a tall, robust old man who is very 
particular in his inquiries as to whether a certain 
accident which it has been foretold will happen 
to hina, is likely to be a misfortune or simply a 
wound, and goes away much comforted on being 
assured that nothing worse than a fall from a 
carriage and resulting braise is in store for him. 
To him Bucceeds a youth who learns from the 
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fortune -teller not only his private history, but is 
even told to his amazement; that he has had a 
wocnd on one of hia lega which has left a mark. 
These clients gone and no one farther appearing, 
after waiting for a little time the old man retires 
within the paper doora, and may be heard once 
more at his devotionB, whilst the outer room 
returns again to gloom — for bat a moment, how- 
ever, for a strange radiance has overspread the 
place. Can it be a ray of gladsome sunlight which 
has wandered in to brighten up the miserable 
dwelling? No, scarcely that; for no sunlight 
ever penetrates that wretched chamber. Nor, if it 
did, could it draw aside a paper elide and lean 
against a mouldered door-post. What is it, then, 
that sheds this cheerful glow around ? Only the 
blind priest's little maid. His comely little maid, 

I whose light appearance, whilst seeming to illumine 
all the mean and shabby room, in reality throws out 
of focus all but her winsome self. Behold her 
standing framed by the doorway, a charming bit 
of colour amongst the neutral tints around, her 
Bweet face dimpled into a smile as she caresses the 
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gloBB; cat she carries in her armfi, or laughs back 
a gay rejoinder to the stonemason's joke about 
the moon at midday. How neatly dressed she is 
in her atone-gray garment bonnd in at the waist 
with a broad blue obi lined with yellow, whilst 
round her neck and beneath her upper dress may 
be seen folded across her bosom a roll of scarlet 
crape. She calls the old man " master," but a 
something in her lineaments betokens close rela- 
tionship. She is a general favourite, and is bash- 
fully regarded by many an aspiring but faint- 
hearted young neighboQr. Even the en t -flower 
man, rugged as though chipped out of freestone 
and terrible at a bargaiOj is not insensible to the 
charms of the simple little beauty; for see, he 
has left his stock-in-trade at the fried-eel shop over 
the way (whose mistress is still grumbling at her 
scanty nosegay), and striding across the road has 
thrust into the little damsel's hand an offering of 
his choicest, and retreated again in haste as if 
ashamed of himself. How very pleased she looks ! 
She's pleasant to converse with, too. "Is she 
fond of cats ? " " Oh ! yes, and the master delights 
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in them, too. He keeps quite a number. Nehoy 
did tlie gentleman say ? No^ no, this is not a 
nedzumi or rat-killer, he^s a heko — a hebi, or snake- 
killer, and that tortoise-shell fellow who has just 
come through the hole in the paper door is a tokoy. 
or tori (bird) killer. Otoko did the gentleman say f 
Ah I I see he's joking, and I am such a poor hand 
at finding out a joke. Is it not strange the power 
that cats are possessed of? I have heard the 
master say that in noble families when a member 
dies and lies in state, a wakizaalii or short sword 
is placed beside his hand to enable him, if brought 
to life again by a cat sitting upon his body, to kill 
his tormentor. With us poor folks it does not 
matter, though, as we are hurried into our coffina 
at once. Extraordinary, indeed, sir ! Then again 
— but I hear the master calling for me and I must 
go. Good-bye, sir. Won't you come again ? " 
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Tee ancient city of Yedo abonads io oat-door 
artists of every description. At any point may be 
encountered jugglers, dancers, street mnaiciansj 
moantebanks, and qaacks, exbibiting their skill or 
puffing their wares to a delighted and appreciative 
audience. Nor are we in such matters one whit 
behind the mighty metropolis (although we are bnt 
country cousins) in " Our Suburb," for we have our 
quacks and jugglers — ay, and onr begging nuns 
and friars too, who go from door to door chaunting 
dismal ditties and keeping time to their droning 
songs with brazen rattles and little bells. But of 
what account is the whole crowd of them to the 
story-teller ? 

Our story-teller is a real, old- fashioned, un- 
adulterated retainer of stories and legends. In the 
vacant space opposite the gardener's at the end of 
the main street, he may be seen on fine days seated 
upon a raised platform beneath a matted roof, his 
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figure cunniugly thrown into relief by a white 
curtain hung behind him. From thia coign of 
vantage he delivers bis lectures, and so completely 
does his audience hang upon liia words that a 
glance at their faces will reveal at once the nature 
o£ his harangue, before a new-comer has heard 
a word of his discourse. Nor ia his intention solely 
to amuse, as may be gathered from an occasional 
halt to listen to him, for instruction, like the silken 
thread that holds the string of pearls together, 
runs through his tales. For what though he 
glorifies the highwayman Goyemon, and delights to 
recount the deeds of the forty-aeven r67i,ins, who 
slew their master's murderer, and then (tbeir 
mission of vengeance completed) deprived them- 
selves of life in order that their lord might have 
in spirit-land a decent following? — such stories are 
but vehicles for teaching lessons of fortitude, 
fidelity, and valour, and many a youth has felt his 
heart expand and thrill with the martial spirit of 
old Japan, breathed into it by the story-teller, 
long after the words which stirred his bosom had 
ceased to ring in hia ears. 

Apart from such consideratious, however, the 
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Btory-teller has hh wife and family to support, and 
his object naturally is to gain the coin as well as 
the attention of his audience ; and to anch end, 
when the contributionB come haltingly, he employs 
his tricks of trade, at which he is an adept, and 
stimulates the lazy parses somewhat after the 
following fashion: "Cold and clear as the sheen 
of the sword-blade, the first chill rays of the rising 
sun, striking in through a chink in the shutter and 
contending with the flickering lamp whose dull 
and yellow light scarce illuminated the chamber^ 
and which, as if abashed before its purer antagonist, 
grew yet duller and more unsteady in its presence, 
revealed by degrees the form of the watcher, who, 
watching now no longer, and as if suddenly over- 
come by sleep, had congealed into still life as he- 
sat. For, save that his head had fallen back 
against the door-frame, he had scarcely changed his 
attitude or relaxed a muscle ; his right hand still 
grasped the hilt of the sword which lay across his 
knees, whilst his left still clung to the scabbard. 

"The annlight, as it thrust its shining arm 
through the gloom, and disclosed the form of the 
sleeper, seemed to seize him by the brawny throat. 
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■whilst it threw out iato bold relief the massive and 
«nshaven jaw of Ishikawa. A sigh escapes him, 
and a shudder passes over his frame as he mutters 
in his troubled dream, 'Oh! Fuji my daaghtor, 
my darling I ' aud the sunlight, creeping ever 
upward, lingers upon a tear-drop glisteuing on his 
eyelid. 

" Was that tiie rustling of a withered leaf ? 
Or the wind playing with a wanton soowflake? 
Or the footfall of a man, creeping stealthily along 
— nearer, and ever nearer, crouching low as he 
movea ? Ah ! watcher ! unhappy. Bleeping, silent 
watcher! Is no guardian spirit near to warn thee 
■of thy fate F Awake ! Arise ! thy betrayer is at 
handl But the ever-widening sunlight, mounting 
from the rugged jaw to the massive forehead, 
flashes on no tear-drop now, for the gleaming 
eyeball and the quivering nostril proclaim the 
dream is o'er; the watcher is awake; a moment 
more and 

"Three tempos, good sirs, and you shall have 
the remainder of the story : for the absurd and 
contemptible auai of three tempos, you'll learn how 
Ishikawa comported himself in thia te,-5-rii\si 
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emergency. I've murders, and araon, and sueb 
tricks of fence and hair-breadth 'scapes to tell you 
ofj. that if you heard them beforehand you'd never 
be content with giving twice the Bmn, bat yon'd 
all combine together to treat me to a dieh of eels, 
and a measure of aaJce at the fiah-shop round the 
corner, did my professional engagements permit I 
of my Bparing the time necessary for such a pur- 
pose." 

Thus saith the story-teller, as, shutting ap hia 
fan with a crash, and rapping the table with it, he , 
lays it beside him, thereby proclaiming a fall atop I 
which no human ingenuity can convert into a ' 
comma against hia will; then taking a monthful 
of tea from a cup at hand, he smiles to himself aa , 
he turns the fluid over and over in his moutit 
(thinking no doubt of the good things he has yei J 
to tell), and then, suddenly ejecting it, raps a second 
time quickly on the table, as though to show how I 
wide-awake he is, Eqnares his shonlders, throws J 
back the sleeves of his coat, sits more nprig'fat^ , 
clears his throat once or twice, and looks round | 
impatiently the while as if waiting the word to j 
commertce, and only preventing by an effort tha | 
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stories of whicii he is so full from flowing out 
of their own accord. 

"A personage of quality hath heard of me, and 
languisheth to hear me speak : a word from me, 
and I am a gentleman for ever. How would you 
fare were Tomikitchi gone from here ? " 

A comical character, indeed, ia Tomikitchi, 
whose loss would he irreparable to his admiring 
audience; with accessories of the meagrest, but 
with aBsnrance, and depth of voice, and tricks 
of oratory the most profound, he ia a mighty artist 
in his way. How he sways his listeners, as, joining 
actions to his words, he pulls off his clothes with 
hottest haste to mingle in the fray so well described 
by him ; and what clenchiiigs of hands and cranings 
of necks are seen as he climbs to the apex of his 
tale I And then to hear the long-drawn sigh 
of relief when he saves his hero's life I How he 
shrinks and trembles in despair ! What onoraa- 
topcetic words he has at will — " Oata gata gata 
gata." — How his heroes ran across the bridge ! 
" Burari furari ! " — How the ronins swagger I 
" Betcha betcha / " — Don't the women cackle ! 
How he makes his audience shudder as he does. t.V<& 
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" harahiri" with hia pipe; his stage i 
little table, a paper fan, a block of wood to rap 
witli, a cliarcoal fire to boil his kettle, anil an 
attendiint cunniDg at isfusiiig tea. 

He knows hia value and his listeners know it 
too, so he can afford to wait aad smoke a whifF or 
two, and withhold the sequel of his story until, 
shamed into liberality or actuated by anxiety to 
hear the remainder of the story, his audience makes 
a suitable contribution, of which having satisfied 
himself by an inspection of the array of coins spread 
out before him for that purpose by the assistant 
(who has been collecting them by handing about a 
little wooden tray), he begins again where he left 
off, as if nothing had happened to iuterrupt the 
current of his narrative, until, a sufficient number 
of new faces appearing amongst hia ever-changing 
audience, he considers the time has arrived for a 
fresh appeal; and so on from hour to hour, with 
varying success, he pursues his calling with his eye 
well directed always towards the " main chance." 
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Only a dead body ! Naught bat the remnant of 
what was once a man, a stalwart, well-favoured man 
floating down the swollen river. Floating down 
the river on his back ; floating past " Our Suburb," 
slowly through the lotus leaves, quickly where the 
channel narrows, loiteringly amongst the shallows. 
That was all. Yet who, observing from afar the 
merry group upon the bridge, and the laughing 
youngsters capering along the river bank, could 
have guessed that it was this ghastly object which 
had occasioned their mirth ? How they shout and 
clap their hands with glee as it sweeps round the 
bend, hurrying ever onward toward the sea ! 
What a rare game it seems when, entangled in the 
shallows, it appears to struggle and chafe at the 
delay. How it bobs and bows as if in acknowledg- 
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ment of the attentions it receives, as, freed again, 
it plunges amongst the mimic waves beyond. Ah 
me ! it's caught upon the weir. Will nobody give 
it a pasL overj and keep np the game? Hurrah ! 
it's off again j it has shot the bridge and reached 
the deep water beyond; a moment more, and, 
circling round and round in the eddy, it's out o£ 
sight, passing doubtless in its silent journey through 
quiet fields, under shady willows, and threading its 
way amongst the crowded shipping at the river's 
mouth, until, uncared-for and unknown, it reaches 
the shifting sea, meeting perchance in its course 
with other drift of the same description as itself. 
Swept outwards by the ebbing tide to be returned 
again by its flow, it becomes a plaything for the 
restless waves, which tumble and toss it to and fro, 
until, tiring of their game, a stronger one than 
usual deposits it out of reach, and leaves it on the 
shore, half buried in the mud, a prey to kites and 
crows. 

Is life so cheap, then, that the simple-minded 
neighbours look with indifference on the evidences 
of a murder in their midst, and even the little folks 
see nothing solemn in the dead ? It is hard to think 
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and yet so it wonld appear, notwithstanding 
their gentle way of speaking of a friend who has 
" ceased to be," and who is always alluded to as 
Hotoke, or an angelic being. Purhaps their peraonal 
disregard of dissolution affects their minds where 
others are concerned, Be that, however, as it may, 
certain it is that, though sympathising with aur- 
vivorsj no yain regrets are wasted by them on such 
as from time to time have left " Our Suburb " for 
ever. Nay, but not many moons ago a funeral party, 
whilst witueBsing, in respect to the surviving rela- 
tives, the cremation of a deceased friend, had its 
silence broten only by the immediate descendants 
of the departed, who, squatted on their heels 
id the pyre, indulged in speculations aa to 
the bnmiug box which contained the body 
wonld separate, and deposit the remains of their 
mother amongst the glowing logs. Verily, a strange 
people who can thus, as it were, sport and play with 
death ! 




KICHIBEI, THE CAKEMAN. 



I 



The dwellers in "Our Suburb," simple in their 
amDaements as in their dress and mannerB, are 
ever ready to be diverted by tbe antics of a Merry- 
Andrew, who, attired in a close-fitting blue suit and 
with his features concealed by a mask, may be daily 
encountered plying bis trade and exhibiting his 
pranks and postures to an admiring audience ; nor, 
indeed, do tbe good people seem one whit surfeited 
with the exhibition, notwithstanding that they have 
witnessed it any day these many years past. Quite 
the contrary, indeed; for no sooner is the brassy 
voice and the loud laugh of Kichibei, tbe cakeman, 
heard, than, deserting their several occupations, the 
neighbours, carrying their infants in their arm?, 
crowd aboot their doorways to see and welcome 
him. He is in no wise to be confounded with the 
Am^ya to whom he bears a alight resemblance, and 
who, carrying an oblong basket suspended from a 
strap slung round his shoulders, pursues his calling 
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every quarter of the ancient city of Yedo, an- 
nouncing his presence by tinkling a little bell and 
chaanting out in a musical voice: "Ami no naka 
kara Otasan to Kmtasan ga tan-Je dela yo," thereby 
intimating to hia patrons that he is prepared to 
faraiah them with a certain compound of bean-flour 
and engar so cunningly blended, that cut it what- 
ever way they pleasOj they'll find a face within ; long- 
wise, or croas-wise, a red face will be found to peep 
out npOD them from a white ground. Kicbibei, on 
the contrary, is known only in " Our Suburb," and is 
therefore an inatitution with the old and young folka. 
He's a sturdy, impudent fellow with a joke for all. 
Concealed behind a mask representing a fat-faced 
female with sloping eyea, a small mouth and dimpled 
cheeks, round whichablue towel is tightly bound, and 
carrying in hia hand afan,he lonngea along from door 
to door bawling oat "ffarin^o^i/ Karmtoyaf" Bnt 
with all his leiaurely movpments he's ever ready at a 
moment's notice to diveat himself of hia box of cakes 
and dance a measnre when bo desired. Nor ia he 
exorbitant in his demands ; for a single tempo he'll 
fling you a aaraband, and let yon taste his wares 
to boot. Observe him posturing before the tea- 
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houee yonder ; what a. merry group of waiting-maids 
he's entertaining ! How they press forward to see 
him, and peep over one another's shoiildura, and 
laugh and clap their hands as he commences for 
the third time his contortions ! He'll make a little 
harvest to-dayj for the youngsters, deserting the 
puff-and-dart man whose wheel of fortune has not 
revolved a turn since Kichibei arrived, crowd round 
him with their coins in hand. The bean-seller, too, 
depositing at the road-side his gaily-painted buckets, 
over which a scarlet umbrella displays its brilliant 
colour, has taken his stand beside the strolling 
players, intent on seeing the performance. A 
stamp with one foot — a pirouette upon the other — 
a flirt of his fan, and round about he goes ; now 
he's climbing an invisible stair, and anon he's 
wagging his head from aide to side and sticking 
his arms akimbo, or dashing his hands about in 
entreaty or defiance. But he has his rounds to make, 
and the children's coins must be garnered in, before 
they find their way into the hands of other reapers ; 
so, the dance over and cakes distributed, hitching up 
his box, he's oft again, waking the echoes and an- 
nouncing his approach with Karintoya! Karmiaya! 

T 
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EVATiBM whicb is remarkable only for i 
alavish obsdience to establisbed custom, ia an insu- 
perable bar to progress. A stroll throngb "Our 
Sabnrb " on any day of the ireek would verify 
tbis aphorism, unless the wanderer happened to 
meet in bis circumambulation with Inos'ke, the 
flnte-mau. Exceptions, however, after all, prove 
the rule, and the contrast to the established state of 
things which he presents, only serves to throw into 
stronger relief the old-fashioned prejudices of the 
neighbours. 

To a community so dunderheaded as oars, a nose 
to the end of time would simply be a nose. Our 
grandfathers were content to consider it as such, 
and who are we that we should endeavour to improve 
opou our ancestors ? It's no use to represent it as 
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an "organ" or a nasal prominetice, for we are no 
lovera of new-fangled words (or people either for 
the matter of that), and we won't believe yon. That 
its nse is to amobe tobacco through, or perhaps 
amell a flower occaaionally, we have no objection to 
concede — although there are, they say, persons to be 
met with who profeBS to regret the latter faculty, 
more particnlarly at certain seasons of the year 
when the farmer is at work — but that the aose, 
beyond such possibilities, ia anything else than a 
ridiculous and useless appendage, we hope nobody 
will be BO iU-adviaed as to contend. Go to t ye 
dullards ; are ye so besotted with simplicity as to 
close your owl's eyes to the innovator in your midst? 
If it took many centuries to produce a man wise 
enough to discover the excellencies of roast pig, 
what number of revolving ages can Inos'ke be the 
sum total of ? A prophet has no honour in his own 
coantry, however, and a genius is nobody in his 
generation J so Inos'ke is content to blow his flute, 
and patiently await the verdict of posterity, provided 
always that he does a little trade in musical instru- 
ments and keeps the rice-pot tolerably full. 
Magnanimous Inos'ke ! It may be urged by such 
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as have not seen Inos'ke thatj after all, playing 
on the flute is no new discovery and is therefore 
undeserving of any special laudation. Out upon ye, 
mockers and acofiers! — how play ye your flutes? 
With the lipe, ye'll say. Ay, ay, my good friends, 
but Inos'ke, breaking such conventional bonds, plats 
BIS WITH HIS NosQ ! Yesj tie has at last discovered 
the special use of the na^al prominence, so long 
regarded as but a useless and inconvenient eleva- 
tion. Among the many and manifest advantages of 
this method of using the oose may be enumerated : 
1, that it finds employment for an idle feature ; 
5, that it gives a remarkable and entertaining 
appearance to the performer ; and 3, that it leaves 
disengaged for other purposes that useful orifice, 
the mouth. To verify tbis latter assertion, Inos'ke 
should be seen by everybody. How much drollery 
would be lost to " Our Suburb '"' were he obliged to 
use his mouth, whilst under his present system he is 
at liberty to loll out his tongue or stick it in bis 
cheek ; to purse up his mouth, and even to shont a 
word or two without interrupting tbe flow of his 
melody; and with a little more practice, who knows 
but that he may find it possible to sing a stave 
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whilst playing the accompaniment a little higher 
up : thereby demonstrating the practicability of 
doing two things at the same time, and giving the 
lie likewise to one of those sayings which the world 
insists on persons accepting, without producing any 
proofs in support thereof. By such humble instru^ 
ments are great discoveries sometimes made ! 



CONCERNING ANTS. 



By fiuch as suffer from an invasion ol ants — a 
cit'C urn stance by no means imcommoii at certain 
seaaons of the year— and who, whilst anxious to rid 
their habitations of the plague are yet restrained by 
feelings of humanity from slaughtering the advanc- 
ing column — will be hailed with satisfaction the 
publication of a method in vogne in "Our Suburb," 
whereby this objoct is attained without the sacrifice 
of a single insect, and the superiority of diplomacy 
to brute force at the same time satisfactorily demon- 
strated. The process is a simple and inexpensive 
one, and was heretofore to be learned for a trifle 
from our priest, as also from the Yabu isha, a title 
which, rendered into unpliant English, admits of 
one translation only, namely, quack-doctor. To 
unbelieving persons a recipe from SDch a quarter as 
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tlie latter of these two soorces might be received 
■with BUBpicioD, bnt Bnch a poBeibility is out of the 
queBtion in the case of the venerable priestj whose 
well-shaven pate, on which the snn glistens when 
he goes abroad till he seemB to have a little "glory" 
round hiB head, and whose orderly garments, smelt- 
ing of incense, conld hardly be snppoaed to belong 
to any one whose veracity admitted of so mach 
as a sniff or a toss of the head. Thut a secret of 
such momentous interest to the whole human family, 
however, should be hidden in the bosom of a few, is 
against the spirit of an age at war with monopolists, 
and for that reason partly, but chiefly owing to 
benevolent promptings on the part of the priest 
aforesaid, the process in qnestion la hereby declared 
without promise of future fee or reward. This act 
of generosity is the more particularly set forth, lest 
any reader, having overheard the barber's wife's 
profane remark, should be influenced thereby. lb 
is sad to think that owing to an infirmity of temper 
from which the good soal suffers, she shonld find it 
so difficult to abstain from invective — an accom- 
phshment in which she is curiously proficient— 
that even of her husband's favourite customer 
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rehe permits herself to speak with disrespect. 
"And a mighty fine piece of generosit/, too, to 
give awdy what coat him nothing aod briuga him 
in no income," it is averred she remarked in her 
moBt snappish tones. No woader that the little 
barber's face grew red with indignation to hear 
such a speech — though, to believe his wife, his 
florid colour had another origin — as if a man can- 
not apend an evening with a friend, and that friend 
a priest, withoat having imputations cast upon his 
sobriety ! A discriminating public, however, to 
whom SQch contemptible jealousies are unknown, is 
confidently appealed to in the full assurance that 
the boon presented for their acceptance will be 
received without scepticism, and a record of the 
results is earnestly requested to be deposited at the 
sake shop, addressed to the nanushi of " Our 
Suburb," prepaid. To a string of ants advancing 
iu serried column an obstacle placed to retard their 
march is as nothing, but a piece of fair white paper 
iascribed with "ichi nin maye jiu roku mon," and 
pasted on their pathway is quite another matter. 
To wholesale slaughter they are mdifferent, but a 
demand such as the above ia more than an ant of 
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even average intelligence could be supposyd to 
entertain for a moment. That an insect of such 
thrift and industry should be willing to pay down 
sixteen cash for the doubtful advantage of walking 
over a piece of paper, is ridiculous. Not but that 
there may be here and there amongst the crowd an 
ant or two of careless habits, and ready with his 
money, but "from each raaji sixteen caeh" is so 
staggering a requirement, that as may readily be 
conjectured, a farther advance under such conditious 
becomes impossible. Oonfuaion in the van, a warn- 
ing along the line, a geueral panic and a precipitate 
retreat, are the results to be expected by such as 
put their faith in this recipe from " Our Suburb." 
Nor let such as may be unsuccessful in its application 
so much as hint that aught but some Saw in its 
preparation ia the cause of failure. Mayhap the 
paper is not of proper quality, or tbo writing on it 
difficult to be deciphered. 



THE BELLS. 



There ia commotion and distress in " Ouv Suburb;" 
grief not unmingled with despair. Old neighbours 
Bhake their heads, and sigh, and say that " Times 
are changed, indeed ; things are not as the; were." 
And the youngsters, old-fashioned before theirtime 
by reason of their need to work for their daily food 
frona tender years, imitate their seniorB and look 
^^^ grave. An old friend is gone : the Great Bell of 
^^H Shiba is no more I An the pole star to the mariner, 
^^H BO was the Bell of Shiba to the simple-minded 
^^H neighbours. For twice a hundred revolving years 
^^H its glorious monody was heard, telling to the 
^^B farmer, by the clear or nauffled tone of its vibra- 
^^H tions, a coming change of weather. To the old 
^^B folks, listening to its peal from early infancy to 
^^H green old age, its familial- voice spoke hopefully in 
^^H youth, encouragingly at m.an's estate, solemnly in 
^^H life's decline. And now — it will never more be 
^^^ heard 1 Its voice is silenced for ever. Its last 
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expiring note was throbbed out on the chill night 
air of New Year's Eve.irlien the roaring flames which 
swallowed up the teraplej beside which it had hnng 
for so many years, extended their fatal embrace to 
the structure which surrounded it, and temple and 
bell, so long associated, perished together. 

Two hundred and two years ago the third 
Shogun, lyemiteuko, anperintended the casting of 
this bell, and presented it to the Temple of Zoj6]i. 
A princely gift ! It ia said that of a still snmmer'a 
night, as its golden notes rolled forth, the country 
ronnd for incredible distances was flooded with the 
melody, Nay, that the Daimto of Odawarra in hia 
castle could hear on snch occasions the mellow 
music, now swelling and now falling, as wave piled 
on wave, crested, rolled onward, and was broken. 

Alaslforthegrandold bell. Its deep-toned vibra- 
tions will never again difEuse themselves in eddying 
circle at dead of night across the slumbering city. 
Some vulgar clock will henceforth proclaim the time 
of daywithhideouaregularit.y. No morelittle by-ring- 
ings at off-times and festivals, but two o'clock will 
follow one o'clock with punctuality, and the pleasant 
element of uncertainty will be eliminated for ever. 
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^M As might have 'been expected, tlie last momenta 

H^ of the bell were a. mixture of the aablime and 

pathetic. Aroused by the cry of fire, the aged 

cnstodian, emerging from the box in which he slept 

t beside the bell he loved so well, was seen to take 
his place, and ring the doable stroke which betokens 
alarm — unwonted accents for the bell, which hitherto 
required that each series of vibrations of its solemn 

t monotone should die away before it spoke again. 
It seemed now, however, as if danger made its 
pulse beat quicker. Its voice was clear as ever, 
but its utterance more rapid. How sublime it 
seemedj as it tolled its own knell amidst the crackle 
and crash and roar of the fire ! 

But the air grows thicker. It is hard to breathe, 

tts the fiames, leaping forth from the main build- 
ing, are eeen to lick the belfry with their forked 
and gleaming tongues. In the old bell-ringer's face, 
lit up by the fire, agony and despair are plainly 
written. Yet, though scorched and half stifled, 
■ lie will not quit his post. What is life to him with- 
rout his bell ? And so, regardless of all around him, 
I he continues to toll. But now another portent 
saakes itself apparent, for a dull red glow is seen to 
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steal over one side of the ponderous metal ; the- 1 
dragon od its summit, in vrhicli, it is said, the spirit- 1 
oE the bell resides, grows white with heat, and the- 1 
cractling ot the burning timbers betokens that the- 1 
end is at hand. Already under the inflaence of the- 1 
heat the note is changing from a peean to a moan. 
The ring by which the bell ia hung grows hot — is 
melting — a moment more and the glorious old relic,, 
its last utterance strangled in its birth like a stifled 
sob, has fallen ! A shower of aparka flies heaven- 
wards, and, save for the fire, there is silence, and ' 
the Temple of Zojfiji and its great bell are amongst | 
the things which were. 

In old times the casting of a bell was a great 
event, and performed with much ceremony. It was 
by no means uncommon for ladies of quality to 
present the mirrors, which reflected their charms, to 
be melted down and iccorporated with the bell, in 
the expectation that every time it was tolled, it 
would offer up, in the sweetest of tones, a little 
prayer that the donors be forgiven their frailties and 
follies. What prettier conceit was ever cherished J 
The sweet chime of the bell at eventide, wafted on 
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the wings of the wind to the gods, beapeakiog their 

favour for the libtle fair ooes here below — inno- 
centest of sinners I 

A bell used to be a very holy object. So sacred 
waa it, that a man passing beneath it was said to be 
turned to water, and a woman to a serpent. It 
was considered a deadly insult to the spirit of the 
bell. This spirit resided in the dragon couchant, 
which crouched upon the top and served the 
purpose of affording a means, by which to saapend 
^_ the bell. And a most plagney spirit, by all 

^H accounts, was this same dragon, For not content 
^H with avenging himself as aforesaid, he, it seems, 
^H being related to another reptile of the same order, 
^H who inhabited a castle beneath the water, was 
^H always on the watch for an opportunity to rejoin 
^H his relative below, to the imminent danger, nay, 
^H sometimes to the complete destruction of the bell. 
^H For is it not history, how that a great bell of Mito's 
^H was being landed near Asakusa from a boat upOD 
^H the river, and how that as fast as it could be 
^^L applied, the landing-tackle broke, but never an inch 
^^H stirred the bell? Puudericig on this unexpected 
^^^^ state of afFairs, it became e7ident to hiin that 
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Dothiog bat the strongest material conld resist tbe 
strain necessary to overcome the passive reHi8ta,nce 
of the bell ; so Mito procured a rope of women's 
hair, and set to work confident of sncceBs, for 
what could prove immovable to such an appeal? 
But the first pull altogether blasted hia hopes ; the 
rope snapped lite thread, and the bell fell into the 
mud — to the disappointment of the priestSj be it 
said, who declared that they saw the cause of failure 
from the first, inasmuch as they perceived two rirer 
imps, in the form of children) emei^e from the water, 
and cut the ropes as fast as they were applied. 
However that may have been, the common people, 
although they saw nothing supernatural, believed 
the holy fathers, and left to its fate the beU, which, 
sinking into the river, disappeared for ever. And 
so a great bell was sacrificed, because the little 
dragon on top was determined to see bis consin o£ 
the castle in the river. And the place, where this 
befell, is called unto the present day Kanegafnji, 
And the difficulties of water-transport are well 
known and dreaded by all owners or custodians of 
bells in Japan from that day. Near Nagasaki is 
another place, where a similar accident is said to 
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hare happened, and it is called in consequence 
Kaneaaaki, 

The great Bell o£ Miidera is remarkable in many- 
ways. A epot upon it is ahowtij where there is a 
little hollow in the metal. A celebrated beauty, it 
is said, struck with admiration of ita palish, laid her 
hand upon the bell and prayed aloud for just such 
a mirror to reflect her dimples ; when, lo ! the bell, 
as if outraged by the speech, withdrew from her 
touch and left a hollow where before was roundness. 
Could it hare been that the melting-pot received no 
little contribution from her, and the guardian spirit 
was out of temper in consequence ? For the credit of 
a hell of such renown it is to be hoped that the con- 
verse at least was not the case, as a bell capable of 
such rank ingratitude could hardly be trusted with 
these Uttle prayers, whioh the fair benefactresses, aa 
related above, expected it to say for them. How- 
ever, whatever its faults, inconstancy was not one 
of them, for when Benkei, a man renowned for his 
prodigious strength, can'ied oS the bell from 
Miidera to his own place, it fell into a state of 
profound melancholy, and longed so after its former 
residence that it had onlj' one burden to its song. 
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Let it be mng never so often, it could only sob out 

from early mom till dewy eve — Miidera ye iko, 

Miidera ye iko—" I want to go back to Miidera, I 

want to go back to Miidera " — antil at last Benkei, 

maddened by ita reiteration of this complaint, 

shouldered it once more, and carrying it to the top 

of the bill, flung it down in disgust, since which. 

time it has, it is said, completely changed its tune 

and become a reasonable bell once more, i 

■ On New Ysar'a Evo, 187-t, one of the oldest and raoat celebrated 
templBB in Tedo, that of Zoiflji, in Shiba (the ancient bnrying 
place of the Tycoon b), either by accident or design, vas 
destroyed by fire. By BOmo, it is Baid, that the accidentjil ova 
tnrning of a lamp originated the confla^ation, by Dthers that a 
Buddhist priest, maddened by the knowledge that oi 
the splendid relio of hia religion, in accordance with an edict, 
lately pnhlished, was to be transferred to the Sinto sect, 
deliberately set fire to the building. However that may be, few 
who were preaent at the fire can ever forget the grandeur of the 
Boeue, where the noble old pile, backed by a grove of dark 
oryptomeria trees, blazing with eiceeding fiercenoaa, illnminatod 
the city for miles roand, the roar of the lire being audible for 
an incredible distance, whilat the showers of sparks belched 
forth, mingling with the anow-flakes then fa'ling, produced a 
pyrotechnic effect never probably before witnessed. During all 
the time, notwithsLanding that the beat waa intenae, the greU 
bell (one of the three celebrated bells of Japan) wa8 steadily 
tolled, adding an indescribable solemnity to the scene, nntil. 



becoming red-hot, the ring by ivbich it 
The alteration in its note at this time w 



9 BQBpended gave way, 
9 vary remarkable. 



THE OLD GATE. 



In a green and quiet roadway iu the outskirts of 
"Our Suburb" may be seen an ancient gateway; 
a massive and old-fasLioned structure, whoee 
ponderous beams have bravely resisted the attacks 
of time, though seamed, and marked, and Bcarred, 
it is true, in the unequal conflict. Nor are ita 
surroundings out of keeping with the building, for 
the roadway, once so trim and neat, now deserted 
and disused, is out of repair and neglected. Tall 
weeds and rank grasses flourish undisturbed, where 
once was order, contending even with the narrow 
track saved from their encroachments by the feet 
of an occasional pack-horse or fa,rm- labourer. The 
very drain, though built of heavy masonry, is 
choked with greenery, and between the mosa-grown 
stones of the building's basement creeping plants 
and vigorous ferns have taken root and thriven. 
On the opposite side, a row of towering augi trees 
confers a gloomy shade upon the road and bears 
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witness, if witness wei-e wantedj to the antiquit] 
of the place. For, originally a boundary-hedgft 
dividing off the cultivated gi-oandp succeeding years- 
have seen the shadows of the saplings stealing inch 
ty inch across the road, till now the western 
perforce must take them with him when he would 
fain visit the old roof j and the chill winds of antumn, 
sweeping through their gnarled branches, deposit 
fragrant pine-needles upon the tiles and in th© 
metal gutters. Not that the general appearance of 
the pile has suffered moch from the effects of time. 
For what if here and there a patch of plaster has 
fallen off, or a tile or two dropped from the mosa- 
encrusted roof, so quaintly picturesque with its 
tamed-up sides and angles, looking tike a canopy 
(the Japanese, 'tis said, have taken a tent as their. 
architectural model). Such like alterations har- 
monise with the surroundings, toning down the*- 
early outlines, and mellowiDg the ancient master- 
piece as only time can do. Beside the gnte a 
knotted matsz tree stretches its lean old body across 
the wall, here curved to form an open space in frontv 
Its head bowed with age, and long skinny arm 
leaning for support upon a cross-handled crntchj 
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are strangely auggestive oE a feeble dame, who 
seeks to climb over the boundary but is restrained 
by age and infirmity. And when the wind blows 
she seems to nod her head and say: "Ay! ay! 
I'm old and feeble now, and no one cares about me 
or trims my branches or pnlls out my dead leaves ; 
but, for all that, time was, when a comolier tree 
oould not be found in all the district round. What 
rare sightH I've seen, too, in the good old days when 
I was young I My lord's norimon with its brare 
following of horse and footman, his fiery charger led 
behind the litter, and hasamibako (or boxes of valu- 
ables) bringing up the rear. Or, mayhap, it is my 
lord's funeral that rises up before me, or crowds of 
daintylittlemaids tripping in and oat, not to mention 
a tragedy or two played out beneath my branches. 
Ah ! I could tell a deal if I only had somebody to 
listen to me, for of course one cannot associate with 
the vulgar sugi trees over the way, and the gate is 
too solid and sombre for my old gossip." Doubtless 
many a thrilling chapter coold be written, were it 
possible to extract her secrets from the ancient tree. 
The open space before the eutrance.formed.ashaa 
been mentioned, by the incurving of the flanking 
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walls, is corered by rouud water-worn stoneSj except- 
ing in the centre, wbere a smooth pavement leads 
to the great gates. These masaiTe gates, made of en- 
during kiahi wood,areof great weight and thickness, 
and were original! j ornamented with bronze tracings 
and studded with huge nails. Though most of these 
decorations have been stripped off, the wood under- 
neath them, being of a different colour from the re- 
maindefj distinctly shows their pattern. Upon the 
gigantic beam above the gates still hangs the circalar 
plate, whereon the family's crest, now, alas I effaced 
by time or by design, was once displayed. 

Beside the grand entrance may be seen a smaller 
gate, for the use uf servants and retainers, and lead- 
ing to the guard's-house. A projecting window, 
strongly barred, and having heavy shutters pieroedj 
with many a peep-hole to survey auspicions-loDkii 
strangers through, commands this entrance. 
the good old times, when the hand of every mai 
was familiar with the sword-hilt, it behoved a chief-l 
tain to be upon his guard against surprise, anda 
hence it happened that none might enter or paafl 
out without declaring who and what they wersfl 
Within this gate still stand, in full view of th* 
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intruder, three weapons of strange make and great 
length. Bj means of these, a brawler importing his 
sword into the parley was speedily disarmed. A 
grappling-iron upon a stoat lance-shaft, some eight 
feet long, entangled deftly in his loose garments, 
whilst retaining him a prisoner, permitted of his 
assailants keepiug out of range of his two-handed 
sword, and gave time for a second guard to thrust 
between bis legs a T-shaped weapon, studded with 
sharp spikes, whilst a third pinned him to the 
ground when so tripped np, by means of a two- 
pronged instrument designed to fit his neck. 
Should any further trouble upon the part of the 
prisoner be experienced, three heavy quarter- staves 
in the rack, beside tbe other weapons, would seem 
to show that the reaonrces of the guards are not yet 
exhausted. Unhappy, indeed, the struggling wretch 
whose body was belaboured with such heavy staves ! 
Within tbe guard- house, begrimed by wood-amoke, 
the sword-rack atill clings to the wall, and by its aide 
a proclamation-board, with, underneath tbe latter, 
rowa of hooka upon which the wooden paases of re- 
tainers, handed to tbe mombmi as they paaaed out, 
were wont to be hung. An old hibachi still ia there. 
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round which, for au^ht one knows, the shades of 
ancient guards may still be squatted, warming their 
wrinkled hands over ghostly charcoal, and smoking^ 
shadowy pipes, with faces as placid as when yet alive. 
On each pillar of the door-frame, nnmherB of 
wooden tablets hang. Twice sixty all told. These 
fuda (each inscribed with a Terse from the Baddhiefc ■ 
Bible), one of which was purchased yearly from the 
priest and hung up outside the gate, show by their 
number that no architect of yesterday designed the 
building. Of the castle itself naught remains. A. 
look-out tower is the only building which ezistsj 
from which, at dead of night, the watchman, scan- 
ning the horizon for indications of fire, looked down 
no doubt upon a lordly building, whose slumbering 
inmates he has long since rejoined in shadow-land. 
The castle gardens, however, show traces of their 
ancient beauty, for ornamental lakes, with here and 
there a quaint stone bridge, a climbing fugi or a 
group of cherry-trees, may yet be seen, Foundationa- 
of the nagayas, or retainers' barracks, are also 
evident. But saving and excepting the ancieni 
gateway, time has trampled into dust every record' 
of his progress. 
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The traveller, journeying westward through 
" Our Snbnrb," as he leaves the main street of 
the village behind and reaches the open coantry, 
Trill observe upon his left hand a pathway winding 
through the cultivated uplands, past fields of ruet- 
liog barley, between tall hedgerows of Indian 
corn, along patches of flowering cotton, by 
vegetable gardens, and under ropes of straw 
stretched between bamboo poles, and bearing scraps 
of tin, or bits of glass attached, the musical tinkle 
of which when agitated by the breeze is meant to 
warn from off the crops, in the gentlest of tones, 
the forward sparrow and the depredating rook. 
Beyond this cultivated ground, the pathway, plung- 
ing through a grove of dark pines and feathery 
bamboos, emerges in a graveyard that lies at the 
extremity of the mountain- spur on which our village 
atanda. Here, sheltered from the bleak north wind, 
and kissed by southern breezes, nestles — at least so 
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says the legeud iascribed apoa the Urge stone, that 
fronts the iDtrnder as he enters by the pathway jasfc 
described — "the burial-place of the Imai family 
from generation to geseration," From the man 
who Erst " parted the grass," as he set his foot npon 
the field — throngh ages of tillers of the ground 
nntil the present date^ when the reqairementa of a 
great city, swallowing np plot and field as its snbarba 
extended, have absorbed amongst its population the 
quondam husbandman, who, by force of circum- 
stances compelled to abandon his old occupatioDj 
baa turned his talents or opportunities to account in 
other pursuits — to the present head of the family, 
the salce merchant, and mayor of Our Village, the 
bones of every branch of Imai have found their 
resting-place here. In the early mom, when the 
sun's bright eye, peeping over the crest of the 
monntaius opposite, looks across a slumbering 
world, his earliest glance lights upon this spot, and 
the dew-dropa glistening in his light, smile back a 
gladsome recognition, while yet the blue mist floats 
suspended in the valley beneath, and the spiders' 
webs look white and solid from the moisture en- 
^tangled in tbeir meshes. And when the sun baa 
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climbed the tills, and the shadows sliorten, and the 
miat has cleared away, ancl the souud of children's 
voiceB, and the shout of the husbandman at work, 
and the carol of the lark are heard, the graveyard 
looka its best and brightest. The fresh pure air of 
morning, and the sounds of life about, are juat as 
when the sleepers kuew them last, ere they closed 
their eyes in death. These silent ones have never 
left their homes, they sleep amongst their friends. 
What are death's terrors to such as they were? 
No dismal hearse, no nodding plumes, no cold aud 
ghostly tomb distort their fancy, but when their 
turn cornea to rest, they're laid to sleep where they 
lived and laboured, as a child is wrapped in its 
mother's cloak aud laid down beside her while sho 
does her work afield. 

When the shadows lengthen out again, and 
the sun is sinking in the west, his last lingering 
look, ere he disappears, seems to rest upon the old 
graveyard. At that twilight hour, when the 
evening breeze, laden with the scent of lilies, sighs 
through the pine-trees, and the delicate balnboos 
bow their graceful heads and whisper, and the spot 
eeems peopled with the gentle spirits of the dead, 
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a sweet melancholy pervades the place — a 
melancholy which ia deepened beyond expression 
ivhen the pale moon, flooding with silvery light the 
rgniet spot, distorts the outlines of grave and tree 
into weird and ghost-like forms, and save for the 
noiseless bat, or now and then the tinkle of the 
priest's bell rising from the valley below, all nature 
seems wrapped in profound repose. 

The headstones of the graveyard do not differ 
much in shape. They consist, for the most pari^ of 
four-sided blocks set upright upon square bases, 
and either bear inscriptions only on their faces, or 
are ornamented with figures of Yizo Sama, 
an efBgy having a glory round hia head, and 
carrying in his left hand a bell, and in hia right a 
representation of an iron rod, called Shakujo, strung 
with rings on the top. These last — alas ! how 
numerous! — betaken children's graves, beside 
which many a aorrowiug mother may be seen in 
silent prayer. 

The inscriptions on the atones do not record the 
names by which the dead were known in life, bat 
tell, instead, the date of death, and the Kaimio 

Bnddhistic title which is conferred by the priest 




on every trae believer after death. These titles are 
in many instances very fanciful and generally highly 
poetical. In that group of three, for instance, near 
the bank where grow the ferns, the stones having 
been recently erected are easily read. The group 
consists of two parents and their child ; the father is 
described as a "believer in the dream tomb," the 
mother as " one remarkable for wifely virtues," 
the infantas "a young child of the law." And 
again a girl is described as "a child of promise 
born but to die " (literally, " the yonng girl who was 
born in vain and fell into the grave"). Anotheryet 
ia called "the true believer" (literally, "the purple 
cloud and strains of music- believing woman "). True 
Buddhists believe that those who live in sanctity 
hear strains of heavenly music and see purple clouds 
of glory when dying. 

The pediments, upon which the headstones stand, 
have each a little basin hollowed ont in their front 
(intended to bold water for the spirit's drinking}, 
and on either aide of this a hole in which to stand a 
bamboo joint containing sprigs of evergreen called 
Shikimi. These sprigs are frequently renewed by 
mourning survivors, and sometimes flowers in 
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season are substituted for them. A fresh mouTid 
having by the side thereof a tall lath {insciibed. 
with Chinese and Sanskrit characters), and a tea-cup 
on the top, betokens that death has lately been at 
work amongst the Imai. These laths, or toba, are 
furnished by the priest, and a fresh one is supplied 
every seven days, until the forty-ninth, when eight 
toha, may be seen surrounding the grave. The 
tea-cup contains water as being the porest offering 
which can be made, and ia daily refilled. When 
the number of toba is completed, this part of the 
ceremonial is finished, and the next step is to 
erect the headstone which must be placed by the 
hundredth day. 

The tobS, however, are not taken away when this 
is done, but remain until removed by decay or laid 
prostrate by the wind. Persons of means place a 
small monumental tablet in their temple and another 
on their butsz-dan or family altar-shelf, at home ; 
and on the 1st, 3rd, 7th, 13th, 17th, and 3Srd 
anniversaries of the festival of bon (12th day of 7th 
month) lights are burned before them. Each corpse 
interred is placed cross-legged in the coffin, and is 
dressed in walking-eostume with sandals on feet 
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tmil stick in the hand, and is supplied with six ca.sh 
to pay the toll, at the six cross-roads which he will 
meet before he can pass the river which bonnds 
the confines of Hades, 

Three thousand six hundred million ri the poor 
soul is supposed to travel on his waj tu heaven ; bat 
as he visits this earth of ours on the 12th niglit of 
the 7th month of every year, it is difficult to con- 
jecture when his journey ends. It is said that this 
is one of the Buddhist mysteries which true 
believers must not question. 

The festival just alluded to is called ban, and is 
kept by lighting 6res of hemp refuse before the 
doors of such as have dead relatives, and hanging 
lighted lanterns in the windowa to guide the spirits 
to their quondam homes, and back again. Nor is it 
the only occasion on which they are supposed to re- 
visit their friends ; for it is a popular superstition 
that a butterfly out of season, or flying in an un- 
usual place, is a spirit coming back to hover round 
his loved ones. 
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OuE artist may be met 



I quiet streets e 
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corners where pedestrians are few, anJ loitering is 
possible without iuterfering with the traffic by creat- 
ing an obstruction, and yet not so far from busy 
thoroughfares for now and then a waif and stray to 
be washed shoreward from the rushing human tide 
beside him, and find a haven with hia widening 
circles of spectators and become a critic of hia fikilt. 
He is a quiet fellow, meanly clad, and melancholy 
looking ; all the lines and angles on his face — and 
they are many — are directed downwards, the 
mnsclea that lift up the corners of his mouth and 
disclose the teeth in laughing are atrophied — 
perhaps from want of use. He glides stealthily 
about, as if anxious to escape observation, and his 
glance is rarely lifted from the ground. He comes 
and goes in a mysterious manner — a moment before 
be is on his knees and hard at work you'd swear 
the street was empty. 
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To-day is the festival of Kompira, acda smiling, 
happy crowd, well dressed and having alms about 
them, is his opportunity, aud sure enough he's sweep- 
ing ap a little space on which to make his picture. 
The materials for his work are close at hand — 
his colour-box and palette. Bright -coloured crayons 
or resplendent oils, think ye ? No, nothing half so 
costly. A few handfuls of silver<sand, dyed red, and 
black, and blue, and wrapped in paper bags. He is 
ready now, bnt he hesitates a moment (as he tucks 
the corners of his coat beneath his obi) as though un- 
decided what to limn. He is not long in making up 
his mind, however, for thrusting his hand amongst 
the sand he is trickling a fine white line with 
marvellous rapidity a moment later. In and out 
and np and down he goes, a glistening line ever 
following wherever the hand has gone before, 
spread out a. little here or rounded off a trifle there 
by his busy little finger. 

Dear 1 dear I how the crowd presses ; it does not 
give him breathing space. It is a holiday, 
. every one's a sightseer. He cannot work. 
" Q-ood people, give me room, or I can' t complete 
my picture." But those behind press on those in 
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front, and the poor artist ia well-nigh sinotliered. 
In ancient times 'tis said a rope of straw restrained 
a crowd. To-day a rope of sand anffices. For, 
quick 83 thought, he runs a trickle round the space 
required, a white line outside and a red within, and 
not a toe intrndea beyond it. 

He can work at leisure now. Already a scroll of 
Chinese characters has grown beneath his hand — 
black letters on a whits ground — and the outlines 
of a figure large as life are taking shape and form. 
A shower of copper coins descends upon him, the 
breathleaa crowd ia all attention. The figure's cap 
ia finished; a silvery beard appears and grows with 
wonderful rapidity. An eye is just emerging from 
obscurity. Hurrah 1 the face is all completed, and, 
the spectators drawing breath once more, relieve 
their feelings by largess of copper. Now who was 
that unlucky giver whose bounty has descended as 
a tempo on the figure's sandy face, and smudged the 
features ont ao rnthlessly ? For a moment's space 
the artist is dumbfounded j his colour-box is empty, 
and the injury is irreparable. Then taking up the 
tempo he has flung it back amongst the crowd, who 
hum in approbation of this act; but remembering 



ART IN THE 8TBEET8. 203 

the rudeness of his conduct a moment later^ he has 
bowed his head upon the ground^ and begged 
forgiveness. It matters little after all, however, for 
a drop or two of rain is the precursor of a shower 
by which the crowd is speedily dispersed, and 
a muddled mass of colours, rearranged without 
regard to form, is all that remains . some twenty 
minutes later to show that the dreary, miry corner 
had just now contained a smiling crowd and a 
toiling artist. 
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A liBEEN and leafy laneway, now choked with weeds 
and fallen into disrepair, but once a trim and welU 
kept road in an oatskirt of this ancient city, 
conducts the wayfarer to a ruined boundary wall 
and antiquated gate. Although the wall is crumb- 
ling to decay, and, here and there, has gaps and 
holes which show its thickness, the massive gateway, 
as yet but little altered by the silent sap of time, 
despite hard knocks from wind and weather, still 
stands a monnment of former greatness, as some 
great master's cypher in the corner of a painting is 
wont tp give it character, and stamp it as one of 
valne, though mouldered now and blurred and 
smoke -stained till its very outlines are scarce to be 
discerned. Within this portal an ancient momban, 
lean and tremulous from age, keeps watch and ward. 
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A relio o£ the past is lie, and out of date. 'Tia time 
be made his bow and disappeared. The age which 
fitted him ia buried, and that which occupies its 
place requires him not. He ia mere lumber like the 
bowB and lances, the crested helmet and steel 
corslet, the noble bearing and the lofty courage 
which are now swept into dust-heaps, or thrust out 
of sight in boles and corners. Away with such old- 
world properties ! Is not money-changing more 
noble than the art of war, and the rattle of the 
soToban more glorious than the clash of ateel ? 
Well ! well ! be won't be long in going. He's 
waiting for the summons to rejoin his chieftain. 
" I knew him boy and man," he'll tell you, and as 
he warms his withered fingers over the mouldering 
charcoal, he wrings his hands a little and sighs, and 
his gaze assumes a far-away expression as though 
he communed with by-gone centuries and kept 
company with spirits. And as the shadows deepen 
in that gloomy cell, dark even at noonday, and the 
glow of the fire brings into bold relief the wrinkled 
visage and bony hands of the old retainer, he looks 
like some weird necromancer performing incanta- 
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tions, bis antiquity becomea oppressive, the room 
tumB round, strange, flickering shapes appear, 
strange 

" Merciful powers ! what ia that ? " 

" Only a acreech-owl in the pine-tree opposite ; 
is the gentleman nnwell ? " 



Beyond this gateway, so faithfully guarded, a 
waste expanse is visible, a desdlate enclosure 
instinct with life and sound and motion once, but 
now deserted. Of all the princely dwellings 
erstwhile contained within this space not one 
remains, A square and sombre look-out tower 
alone is standing, whence, at the dead of nightj a 
trusty sentinel was wont to watch for fires, and 
clash and clang the bell which hung beside him on 
occasion. Thrice happy they who slept below him 
in the knowledge that he who kept the lonely vigil 
far above them knew naught of slumber. What if 
a muttering dreamer now and then was startled into 
palpitating consciousnesa by the sharp clap of his 
hiyoshtgi, he needed but to turn upon his other side 
and wrap his padded quilt around him 
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Lia slumber, and begin his dreams anew all the 
more securely for such evidence of wakefulnesa. 
But, alas for all human calculations ! Id spite of 
man and bell aiid clapper, the lordly pile, bo care- 
fully protected, is now scattered over neigbbouring 
fields and gardens aa dust and ashes, whilst the 
gnardian toner still stands, a wooden text to point 
a homily on uncertainties, iE need be. 

Ah me! what drowsy watchman, overcome by 
New Tear's cheer, and nodding at his post, and 
dreaming, it might be, of bright-eyed geyshas or 
graceful dancing girls, was e'er so rudely wakened f 
What means this lurid glare, this roat of flames, 
those clanging fire bells, and those shrieks of 
frightened women? What feelings fill the guilty 
bosom of the faithless watchman as the sparks fly 
upwards to his lonely eerie ? What shall he say ? 
How face his lord ? Well ! well ! the sharp edge 
of a wakizashb cnt the thread of his perplesities, 
poor fellow, and helped him to a hiding-place, 
And so an ancient pile was burned down, and its 
owner rendered houseless on a winter's night, " A 
bitter night," recounts the withered momiiuH, "a 
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bitter night] witli sdow upon llie ground and in the 
air, when the north wind howled and shrieked 
amongBt the trees and dashed itaeK in piercing 
gusts against the housCj and battled with the rain- 
doors, till the wonder waa they stood against its 
fury ; when the giant matsz beside the gateway was 
bowed and broken as it strainedand struggled with 
the blast, and the snow-Sakes from its braDches, 
and from roofs and eaves were swirled about in 
bh'nding showers. A rare night, I warrant yon, 
for a fire, when a spark would play a torch's part, 
and, spite of ladder and hook and standard, prevail 
against a host of Bremen." 

Although the bouse has disappeared, founda- 
tions yet remain which serve to show its size and 
shape. See : here, beyond this coartyard, stood the 
entrance hall, or genka, where the visitor made 
inquiries of the kneeliug servants, and if admitted 
to an audience of my lord, deposited hia wooden 
clogs and removed his head-dress. To the right 
were situated the women's quarters. Here the little 
ladies read and played the samisen or koto, 
quarrelled and made friends again, talked scandal 




doubtless or the latest fashion, smoked tiny pipes 
or passed their time in learning female accomplish- 
ments, such as arranging tlowera in vaaea or 
brewing tea secundem artcm. Behold my lady at 
her toilet, as she kneels b&fure her polished metal 
mirror. The kamiyur is busy with her hair, and all 
aronnd are scattered toilet necessaries. What 
tying and combing out again, what gums and 
unguents are required before her louks are built up 
into the proper shape to snit her wayward fancy ? 
Why should she shave her eyebrows^ though, and 
her fair forehead and comely neck ? It is the 
fashion, madame, aa it please yon, and so it is the 
fashion likewise to lay on white powder till my lady 
looks more like a doll oE wood than a thing of flesh 
and blood. Hi 1 hand her ladyship that lacquered 
box; she would black her teeth. What! paint 
those pearls ? Bedaub with chemicals those 
dazzling jewels? Aj, ay I 'tis so decreed and 
must be done. And now a little patch of red upon 
the nether lip, put on with delicatest fourth finger, 
and my lady's toilet is finished, and she's ready for 
her silk^. 
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The men's apartments stood iu the eastern 
■wing. The rooms seemed larger and more 
tmrneroDB here than at the other side. This 
sorely was hh hardship's hall of state. There 
stood the alcove which contained his honour's 
swords, and, niajhap, a painted scroll or porce- 
lain maaterpieoe or two. How large the stone 
supports are I Doubtless an npper chamber taxed 
their strength. From here the distant hills were 
visible, and the hoary-headed fugi might be 
seen. There stood the kitchen, a lordly laboratory — 
a basy place when gaests were in the honae — 
where rotund cooks and rosy maids sang Bongs 
at work, or bandied jests and gibes amidst the 
steam of savoury dishes. Southward, where an 
un weeded garden still exists, were doubtless 
pleasant sitting-rooms, cosy little nooks, where 
his lordship took his ease, where swords were 
laid nside, and friends and intimates, attired in 
easy garments, whiled away the summer evenings [ 
whence the sound of eojnisen or koto was borne 
away into the moonlight to mingle with the oqoisy 
or cuckoo's note. Upon the border of the lake 
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may yet be seen a summer-housB, from which the 
view ranged over mimic hills and valleySj and 
where the golden carp, no doubt, were seen dis- 
porting in the stream which flows beneath it. 
An oriel window looks apon a fugi, once trained 
across the water, beautifnl in the olden times, 
but now, how changed 1 for the frame on which 
it rested has given way, and the prostrate creeper 
has fallen in the water, and as the breezes play 
across the surface of the lake, its branches, black 
and rotted by the moisture, wave to and fro 
beneath the ripple like the tresaes of a drowned 
woman. An air of poetry pervades the ruined 
snmmer-hoQse. Upon its mouldered walls may 
fitill be seen scraps of ancient songs, love couplets, 
some in a woman's hand, and others the effusions 
doubtless of some love-sick youth, who sought the 
silent summer-house to nurse his malady. Here, 
too, an artist has been at work, a merry fellow 
with droll fancies. See, here's a frog in armour in 
deadly combat with a crane, and there a rat, with 
spectacles on nose, engaged in reading an ad- 
vertisement on poison. These writings still remain; 
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but the hands which plied the pencil, where are 
they ? Gone ! ay, things of the past, like the 
old Yashiki, with its feudal etatSj ita family 
traditions, its friends and enemies, its courtesies 
and hospitalities. The world of to-day is work-a- 
day ; romance and ornament are out of place. 
Take ofi your cloth of gold, good friends, and 
don the workman's apron. Forget your old 
traditions. Tear down your landmarks, and — 
God save the mark ! — get civilised. 
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